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FOE THE 



SICK AND SUFFERING. 



“The heart knoweth his own bitterness, and a 
stranger doth not intermeddle with his joy.” These 
touching words apply both to the greater and also 
to the lesser and more frequent trials of life. We 
never fully understand how heavily even daily and 
common griefs press upon the hearts of others, nor 
how keenly troubles may be felt by them which we 
should think easy to bear. Nor are we always ready 
to admit, what is yet most true, that of each of these 
sorrows, a far greater portion is hidden from our 
view, than that which lies open before us. And if 
this be so in ordinary measures of pain or sorrow, 
much more must it be, in those instances of acute 
suffering, or deep affliction which sometimes occur. 
The isolation of spirit, expressed in this remarkable 
passage, is certain then to make itself felt, even 
amidst all the tender sympathy of those who best 
love the sufferer, and the unlooked-for kindnesses 
which so often spring up around him in the hour of 
his distress. No other can read the secrets of his 
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inner life, nor measure his capacities for sorrow. It 
may be that the outward aspect of his trial gives but 
the faintest indication of its real power ; but even 
when it is plainly seen to be one of the most grievous 
which can afflict man, the bitterness of his anguish 
can be tasted by no other ; we are divided from 
him by the necessary condition of our separate 
existence, and though we too bear about with us 
j the incommunicable joys and sorrows which belong 
to our own individual being, we do not and cannot 
know how deeply the iron is entering into his soul. 
When we are grieved at his griefs, and do most truly 
feel for and with him, there is still very much in 
which we cannot share, the heaviness that clouds 
many long hours of every day ; the burthen of the 
night-watches ; the protracted aching of the heart ; 
much that is too deeply felt to be told, and can be 
fully known only to God. 

None should be more ready to confess that their 
acquaintance with the peculiarities of others’ suffer- 
ings is limited and imperfect, than those who address 
the sick and afflicted. It were grievous, did we 
seem to them intrusive, insensible to the sacredness 
of affliction, or yet unprepared to offer that true 
sympathy which, with all its imperfections, is most 
soothing, which they may well claim, and which we 
have known too much of suffering ourselves to 
withhold. 

If we would trace the history of suffering, we 
must first look back to its origin. 

We know that as our unfallen nature was created 
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in the beginning, every faculty and affection was so 
ordered as to minister only to happiness, and that 
the wonderful connexion between soul and body ' 
! contributed to the perfectness of both. It was not j 
until Adam sinned by putting self in the place of 
j God, the will of the creature above the will of the 
Creator, that death came into the world. Had there 
been no transgression, there would have been no ! 
pain ; which is not known among the sinless, and has I 
no place in heaven. 

i Hence it is that all forms of suffering are evi- 
dences of man’s fall ; those which wear down the 
physical strength, and make the course of life a pro- 
tracted dying ; such also as are occasioned by the 
loss of those we love ; the griefs which spring from 
crushed affections ; and still more evidently the pain 
which follows actual wrong doing, and the fearful 
throes of impenitent remorse. 

In these thoughts there is, alas ! no comfort ; for 
if by nature we are prone to evil, and by character 
are actually sinful, and if therefore suffering be what 
we both inherit and also deserve, what is there to 
hinder every new sin from bringing fresh suffering, 
and then increased suffering from lashing us into 
the madness of more aggravated transgression ? 
This indeed were frightful to contemplate ; for who 
could endure to be abandoned here to pain, to be 
searched through and through by anguish, without 
seeing either a limit to its duration, or a purpose 
for it to accomplish. Yet if we consider only man’s 
deservings, how should he look for better things, 
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who at the first revolted from God, and has ever 
since been ready to widen the breach between him- 
self and his Maker ? 

The compassion of God Himself could alone 
deliver us from so fearful a condition. And the 
name which we all bear suggests the means of this 
deliverance. We are called Christians because we 
belong to our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. He, 
the eternal Son of God, graciously took the bur- 
then of humanity upon Him to redeem us through 
his life, death, and resurrection, from sin, and from 
its necessary consequence, suffering. By his one 
oblation of Himself once offered, He made a full, 
perfect, and sufficient sacrifice, oblation, and satis- 
faction, for the sins of the whole world \ For his 
merit only are we, through faith, counted righteous 
before God 2 . The power both of sin and of suffer- 
ing is thus broken for us. Of sin, since if we are 
living members of Him to whom we were joined in 
our baptism, we are ever receiving through Him, 
from the Father, the gift of the Holy Ghost, to en- 
lighten and sanctify us, and mould us into con- 
formity with his blessed image ; so that we may con- 
tinually in this strength put sin away, as that which 
can no longer claim dominion over us. — Of suffer- 
ing too ; for our Lord, in our place, and as our re- 
presentative, suffered for us, that He might deliver 
us from the bitter pains of eternal death ; and that, 
to them that are truly his, there should remain 

1 Communion Service. 2 Xlth Article. 
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no condemnation. And by the same great and 
mysterious atonement, He has changed the cha- 
racter of those temporal sufferings about which we 
are now inquiring. When He stood forth, in our 
nature, as the new head of our race, and triumphed 
where Adam fell, He healed the sick, and raised the 
dead, as being the Conqueror for us of those powers 
to which man had been brought into subjection; 
and if we are “ found in Him,” we are made par- 
takers of his victories. Those afflictions which were 
as fierce beasts going about to destroy, have been 
tamed by the gracious hand of Christ, and are made 
to minister to the wants of his people. They which 
were as deadly poisons, aggravating the diseases of 
our souls, are changed into healing medicines, in the 
gift of the great Physician. 

While we are in a world where sin and tempta- 
tion are yet found, suffering cannot be taken away. 
But if we are able to recognize in it the loving cor- 
rection of a Father, we may even “ rejoice in tribu- 
lation.” For with all its bitterness it is indeed a 
dispensation of healing, and it is ever meant to ac- 
complish, through the blessing of Hod’s good Spirit, 
some merciful purpose for all who will receive it 
meekly as from Him. Generally, something will be 
found in the nature of the affliction, which addresses 
itself to some peculiarity in the character or cir- 
cumstances of him to whom it is sent, — and if this 
fitness be perceived by the sufferer, he may see also 
the hand from which it comes, and the purposes for 
which it is appointed. 
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Perhaps the world is all fair and bright round 
some young and joyous spirit ; the present full of 
pleasures which have not yet lost their freshness ; 
the future glowing with still happier anticipations. 
A thousand engagements fill the time ; nor, amidst 
the pressure of all these daily pursuits, is God quite 
forgotten. His public worship is not altogether 
slighted, private prayer is not wholly neglected. 
His service takes its turn with that of the world 
and of self. But the heart has not yet learned that 
God is the Supreme Object, his will the standard to 
which all must be referred : there is no depth, per- 
haps no reality in its religion. 

Affliction comes, and the tumult of the world is 
exchanged for the stillness of a sick or saddened 
chamber. God has called aside out of the crowd this 
one of his servants to speak with alone. Solemn 
truths, before unknown, or forgotten, or put aside 
to a more convenient season, are now brought be- 
fore the stricken heart. Perhaps for the first time 
it learns that “ life is earnest that time itself is a 
gift, which we must not abuse by a thoughtless 
abandonment to the impulses of the undisciplined 
mind; that religion does not consist in a certain 
amount of work done, one day in seven given to 
God, to ransom all the others for ourselves ; in a 
certain portion of religious reading got through, 
chiefly that we may have leave from our consciences 
to read, and think, and feel, in the main, after the 
imaginations of our own hearts; in a certain 
amount of almsgiving, to set free all the rest of our 
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worldly goods for selfish purposes ; in a word, in the 
reluctant giving up of a part of this world, that we 
may, in the rest, be worldly without risk. 

In this time of trial the utter vanity of every 
such system of compromise may first be clearly per- 
ceived, and the great distinctive principle of Chris- 
tianity, as proclaimed by our Lord Himself, be first 
truly apprehended ; that principle which reveals to 
us the secret of all real spiritual life: — “Abide in 
Me and I in you : as the branch cannot bear fruit, 
except it abide in the vine ; no more can ye, except 
ye abide in Me.” And if so, the notion of resting 
satisfied because we occasionally approach Him, 
while in truth we are living a separate and inde- 
pendent life, — which is in such manifest opposition 
to his own most blessed will concerning us, — will 
be altogether abandoned. For we may not consider 
our religion as an affair, which, though indeed im- 
portant, has but its set time, and which, being 
transacted, may be put aside to give room for 
others. For our life is our religion, — our life, and 
nothing less. Insomuch that all our engagements 
and pursuits, our daily intercourse with others, even 
when not a word is spoken on strictly religious sub- 
jects, all must be chastened, elevated, brightened, 
pervaded, by the grace of Christ within. 

If such truths are wrought into the heart when 
the hour of sickness or calamity has touched and 
opened it, if a new meaning is given to life, and if, 
when eternity in all its vastness appears so close at 
hand, God also is brought very near ; then indeed 



Digitized by Google 





( 12 ) 



there will be reason to bless Him for all this time 
of severe and heavy trial. 

But affliction is perhaps sent to some other, who 
having had far better opportunities of knowing the 
truth, is too wayward to follow it. God has long 
been speaking to him by his providence, by the 
example and by the ministry of others, by his 
holy word and sacraments ; and his voice has been 
disregarded. For here is an open understanding 
but a closed heart, and a rebellious and disobedient 
will. With all the great truths of which mention 
has just been made, he is quite familiar ; his con- 
science is not asleep ; and he is far from happy ; 
knowing himself to be in doubtful and dangerous 
circumstances, but still resolved that he will not, at 
least for the present, relinquish what he loves so 
much better than he loves God. Yet because he 
dares not look down into that abyss, upon the edge 
of which this disobedience places him, he interposes 
some slight screen* of moral respectabilities and re- 
ligious observances ; he half persuades himself that 
the peril is not imminent, and would rejoice if in his 
inmost heart he could only arrive at some settled 
belief that his duty to himself or to others justifies 
the risk. 

Expostulation is idle here ; the ear that is closed 
against the voice of God will not be open to that of man. 
To such an one it is vain to plead the cause of Him to 
\ whom all pure intelligences throughout the range of 
unnumbered worlds bow and obey. The clear under- 
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standing, so strong in argument, so ready with illus- 
tration, so keen in detecting sophistry, is here all 
darkened and confused. He can but feebly strive to 
defend his false position with reasonings of which he 
more than half perceives the hollowness. He can 
but speak of what society— (which means his frag- 
ment of society) — and its usages demand : for these 
usages form his gospel, — what is written there he 
will believe and obey. He dares not stand alone in 
wrong doing, but finds great sense of security in a 
crowd. — And yet when did their multitude ever 
protect offenders from the wrath of God ? It did 
not amongst the angels which sinned ; it did not 
when the Lord overthrew the cities of the plain. — 
He is, however, glad (for his convictions are all on 
the side of religion) that his associates, in breaking 
down the distinctions between right and wrong, and 
confounding the evil with the good, do so only in 
pursuit of pleasure, and not in deliberate and pro- 
claimed hostility to God. He has heard, indeed, the 
solemn command, “Thou shalt not follow a multitude 
to do evil,” but it is inconvenient to him to believe, 
and therefore he will not believe that this can refer 
to the brilliant throng by which he is surrounded. 

The gracious God, who willeth not the death of a 
sinner, has visited him ere now with the discipline of 
affliction. Heavily it has fallen upon him once and 
again. Under the pressure of his calamity, and when 
other objects were excluded, he turned to God. And 
j ever, with restored health or recovered spirits, he 
went back again to his idol worship : and so he has 
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lost ’the blessing of these visitations, and grieved the 
Holy Spirit, who would have wrought in the midst 
of them. Once more, now — and perhaps for the last 
time — Q-od has come to him with the merciful se- 
verity of suffering ; and our best hope for him is — 
alas that we should say so 1 — that whether it be the 
wasting power of some lingering and sore disease, or 
the ruin of his best earthly good — it may not pass 
away, until he be turned to Him whom he might 
have served in joy and gladness. For otherwise what 
remains for him, if it be not that fearful sentence — 
only less fearful than the final judgment doom — 
“ Ephraim is joined to idols : let him alone ?” 

In the first of the two instances just given, God’s 
service had been neglected from ignorance, from 
pre-occupation of the time and thoughts, and un- 
broken prosperity. 

In the second, there was no such ignorance, nor 
had the sunshine of life been always unclouded. The 
strong love of the world, the hunger and thirst after 
pleasure, as the chief good, (next to which the love 
of God had leave to stand, if it could,) these, stimu- 
lated by success in society, and the consciousness 
of being supported by the multitude, had led away 
the heart from God ; though the desire of doing 
right, when the cost was not too great, had never 
wholly been relinquished. 

Take, however, a third case, differing in many 
respects from these. It is that in which affliction 
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| lights upon one who has lived hitherto a life of 
I selfish ungodliness, pursuing unchecked a course of 
! manifest evil doing. It may be, and too often it is 
j so, that affliction drives such a man still further 
| from God. But on the other hand it may be the 
beginning of a most blessed change. 

1 Imagine him to have passed on hitherto through 
i life in bold and undoubting confidence, giving him- 
I self up to every solicitation of evil which promised 
I him present enjoyment ; and if thoughts of death 
! and eternity ever crossed his mind, putting them 
I easily from him. 

; Suddenly, at the stroke of this calamity, at the 
: first sight perhaps of approaching death, all his con- 
1 fidence forsakes him. He cannot shake off the 
fearful thoughts and clinging apprehensions which 
now for the first time have taken hold of him. All 
| that sustained him hitherto is gone, he knows not 
. how. Prom the height of that confident security 
I where he soared, he feels himself falling suddenly, i 
J as with a smitten wing, down into utter and irre- 
; trievable ruin. ! 

! What has his life been ? In his baptism he was 
; made <c a member of Christ, a child of God, and an 
inheritor of the kingdom of heaven.” His whole 
, life has been one continued practical denial of this 
relationship, one practical assertion, begun how 
; soon, continued, alas ! how long, that he is his own, 
and that he need render no service to any : ignorant 
} that no one can be truly his own but as he belongs 
| to Christ, “whose service is perfect freedom.” In- 
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deed his has hitherto been a slavery of the worst 
kind, — “ serving divers lusts and pleasures,” yet not 
perceiving his chains, but dwelling willingly “ in the 
tents of these so miserable felicities.” He has lived 
far from God, and has met the efforts of those who 
would have brought him back, perhaps with fierce 
anger, perhaps with careless contempt. As this 
affliction now comes upon him, there is much more 
to awaken in us fear than hope : not from any doubt 
of the infinite mercies of God, but lest these mercies 
should again be despised ; lest the purpose of this 
visitation should not be recognized. So much has 
already been done for him by God, which he has 
never acknowledged, so many calls to repentance 
have been slighted ; his heart has grown so hard, 
his alienation from God so confirmed. 

How widely different would it have been with him, 
had he from the beginning cast himself upon the 
covenanted fatherhood of God, taken his assigned 
place in Christ’s kingdom, and claimed the continued 
guidance and indwelling presence of the Holy Spirit, 
as a right purchased for him by the precious blood 
of Christ, out of which, were he but faithful, he 
could be kept neither by earth nor hell, — neither 
by men nor devils ! 

Yet if he will even now turn to his Father with a 
penitent heart, he will be met with a gracious wel- 
come. The history of the Prodigal in the Gospel is 
given him for both guidance and encouragement. 
His first act was to break away altogether from his 
father, as soon as it became possible to do so, with- 
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drawing himself into a far country, and forsaking at 
once his duties and his blessings. There, unre- 
strained, he led his separate and independent life. 
He chose* his own ways, following the dictates of 
“the flesh and of the mind.” It was not until ad- 
versity fell heavily upon him, and he found himself 
left to the husks which the swine did eat, that “ he 
came to himself.” 

It may be that God, following this wanderer un- 
seen, has hedged up his way, and kept him from the 
gross and flagrant sins of the Prodigal. But the 
alienation is the same ; alienation from that One to 
whom the deepest love and the most faithful service 
were due. 

If now he be repentant and anxious to return, 
perhaps he feels at the same time crushed to the 
earth by the dreadful apprehension that he may not 
be accepted. Perhaps he is inquiring into his right 
to approach God as a child, seeking with troubled 
heart to get into some state of feeling, some frame 
of mind, or to do some previous act, which may give 
him, as it were, a claim upon God. But it was not 
so with the Prodigal. He knew that he had a 
father to go to ; that thought was as light in his 
darkness, and in his helpless misery he arose and 
went to him as a father. And so must this bewil- 
| dered sufferer do. He is no more worthy to be 
called His son, whose family he has thus forsaken. 
I Yet let him not be hindered by that secret pride 
I which pretends to be humility, or by balf-hearted- 
| ness, or by any other cause, from seeking with all 
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his soul the fulfilment of those blessed promises 
which he had forgotten or despised — which he had 
never sought to realize, since the day when they 
were visibly sealed to him in baptism. The hum- 
blest station, the lowest room, so that it be only 
appointed by his Father, is all he seeks ; for if he 
is indeed a penitent, he will choose rather to be 
henceforth a door-keeper in the house of his God, 
than to dwell in the tents of the ungodly. But 
coming thus, his Father will meet him and welcome 
him with better blessings than he dared to look for, 
and there will be joy in heaven over this repentant 
sinner. 

Such instances may serve, not indeed to give any 
idea of the vast range over which it pleases God to 
send affliction as his messenger, but to suggest to 
those who have not before considered the subject, 
how these calamities, which fall so frequent around 
us, may each have some special work to do. To 
many, alas ! such visitations come in vain. Some 
persons are quite lost in the mere sense of pain or 
grief. The severity of physical suffering, the rest- 
lessness of its fever, the consciousness of danger 
which it brings, the hurry of spirit which accom- 
panies it, the ill-concealed anxiety of friends, all 
combine to perplex and distract the mind. There 
may be a blind reaching forth after help, but there 
is no real power to grasp or retain it ; and thus a 
fearful lesson is often given us of the peril of de- 
laying until sickness comes that for which sickness 
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may only render us less capable. But even when the | 
pressure of the trial is less severe, such seasons are, > 
to them, times of infinite disquiet and distress, and I 
nothing more. The best blessings lie neglected at 1 
their door. They assent indeed to any amount of 
religious truth which may be brought before them, 
but without the least attempt to make it their own. 
Beligion is to them, under such circumstances, a not 
unpleasant lullaby ; but they seek no good from it, | 
and find none. I 

Others, less absorbed by their troubles, yet fail to 
perceive their need of them. It may be that for ' 
months, or even years, they are bearing the burthen 
of some sickness, some grievous loss, or some deep 
disappointment, and yet they have not found out 
the secret of all this affliction. They have not 
thought of it as meant to bring them nearer to God, 
but are tempted to complain of the severity of what 
seems to them purposeless suffering. 

Alas ! there are some, who, going still beyond this, 
do not fear to speak of God’s visitation as cruel and 
unjust, and even as it were a personal unkind- 
ness. 

Nor are there wanting those who receive affliction 
with a strange sort of satisfaction, almost as if it 
had, — what of course none of our sufferings ever can 
have, — a sort of atoning efficacy : and who feel that 
it is well to have, as they will sometimes say, all | 
their punishment in this life, and thus to pay the 
penalty of their sins now, rather than face the tre- 
mendous future. 

a 2 
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Against these various and opposite errors the 
comprehensive injunction seems directed — “ My son, 
despise not thou the chastening of the Lord, neither 
faint when thou art rebuked of him.” And they 
are met by the assurances of God’s word, that 
affliction is his discipline ; that “ whom the Lord 
loveth he chasteneth, and scourgeth every son whom 
he receiveth that it is sent “ for our profit, that 
we may be partakers of his holiness:” and that 
it comes from the very same good and gracious 
Lord who has already Himself made satisfaction for 
our sins. It is not therefore to be slighted, — it 
is not objectless, — far less can it be cruel and un- 
just, — neither is it possible that it should have any 
atoning quality. 

Meantime there is much that must ever be mys- 
terious to us in the distribution of suffering. We 
perceive that a large portion of it follows upon evil 
doing as its consequence ; as when disease is the 
result of excess, or poverty pursues the spendthrift. 
But much remains for which we cannot thus account. 
It is clearly not apportioned according to any law 
that we can assign of retributive punishment. We 
cannot determine, from a comparison of the cha- 
racters of any two men, the amount of trouble which 
will be sent to each. It is enough for us to know, 
that when God sends affliction to the faithful, it 
has relation not so much to the respective demerits, 
as to the positive necessities and capacities of those 
to whom it is appointed : and thus that He ordains 
for every individual Christian that extent of suffering 
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which is best for him, and no more ; combining in 
some inscrutable way all that the highest interests 
of his whole Church requires, with the wisest pro- 
vision for the needs of each of her members. 

But though sorrow and pain “ shall work together 
for good to them that love Grod,” yet we cannot with 
confidence expect that they will be made blessings 
to those who neglect the ever-present training and 
instruction, which He has provided for us in our 
daily duties, in the relations of life, through the dis- 
pensations of his Providence, and by the means of 
grace. The calls to repentance and to holiness, the 
messages of mercy and love, and all the revelations 
of the mind and will of Grod, are not sent to us in 
the time of affliction only. They are with us con- 
tinually, although it is often in affliction that the ear 
is readiest to catch their tones, when the world’s 
turmoil is hushed around the sick-bed. The hea- 
venly voice may first be heard in some hour of dark- 
ness and perplexity, but we must listen for it again 
and again, amidst all the circumstances of ordinary 
life, if we would have it make us wise unto salvation. 
“ He wakeneth morning by morning , he wakeneth 
mine ear to hear as the learned.” It would well 
accord with our unwatchful and slothful tendencies 
to take shelter, in the day of prosperity, under 
another belief, and to say that as trouble, which 
comes to all, must some time come to us, then, when 
it does come, will be just the time for religious pro- 
gress, and meanwhile “ a little sleep, a little slumber, 
a little folding of the hands to sleep.” 
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Man’s work is commonly done by interrupted ! 
efforts and sudden puttings forth of visible endea- j 
vour. But amidst the works of God all is steady, ! 
continual progression ; “ first the blade, then the | 
ear, then the full com in the ear.” Indeed, the 1 
Divine injunction, “ Grow in grace,” and many others J 
in Holy Scripture, bring before us these analogies j 
of nature, as if to lead us to an imitation, in our | 
spiritual life, of the Divine pattern. But it is this I 
which is so difficult : any sacrifice, any labour which, | 
once performed, we could rest from and have done | 
with, we are ready for ; but we are not ready for 
this daily, never-ending task. 

But if we may not regard the time of affliction or 
trial as the only time in which we are to look for 
Divine instruction, so it is most dangerous to slight 
j or put from us the good which such a season is 
I meant to bring. "We may persuade ourselves that 
I there is little to be done then but to learn the one 
lesson of endurance ; and that if we have but passed 
through our grief or sickness with few complainings, 
we are as much benefited as we could be by it. Yet 
this were but a scanty advantage, compared with I 
those which we are encouraged to expect. Let us I 
form a far larger and worthier estimate of what God 
has prepared for us in this visitation ; of what we 
should long for, and strive after, as its result. — For 
affliction is meant to discipline the whole man ; to 
bring out the several graces of the Christian cha- 
racter,— “ tribulation working patience,” not as a 
single and separate work, but in such wise that “ pa- 
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tience worketh experience, and experience hope, and 
hope maketh not ashamed, because the love of God 
is shed abroad in our hearts by the Holy Spirit which 
is given us.” What a harvest of blessings this one 
passage of Scripture exhibits to us as springing from 
affliction : — and indeed is it not written, that “ after- 
ward it yieldeth the peaceable fruits of righteousness 
to them that are exercised thereby ? ” Consider also 
David’s testimony : “ Before I was afflicted I went 
astray, but now have I kept thy word.” How much 
is there not implied in this, of subsequent persever- 
ing diligence, of daily self-denial and watchfulness, 
of faithful service, of holy obedience. Surely it is 
most evident that the training of affliction is meant 
to produce in us great and lasting results. 

Has then affliction fallen upon you ? — Say first, “ ‘ It 
is the Lord. Let him do what seemeth him good.’ 
It is the Loan. And with Him are infinite wisdom, 
power, and love ; therefore let Him do what seemeth 
Him good : He best — nay, He alone — knows what 
to do for and with me.” — We are in danger at such 
times of looking away from Him, and thinking only 
of second causes, greatly disquieting ourselves by 
doing so. We reflect with bitter anguish, that but 
for some untoward circumstance, some precaution 
neglected, some one little thing done or left undone, 
all might now be well with us. Vain thoughts, — which 
yet perseveringly return to haunt us : surely most 
vain ; for it is the good and merciful Lord who has 
appointed the trial, and He might as easily have 
brought it about in any one of a thousand other ways. 



i 
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It is the Lord : — and remember how in the night- j 
storm on the sea, when the disciples’ hearts failed j 
them for fear of that dim mysterious form which J 
drew near, half hidden by the darkness, the voice of I 
their Master spoke instant peace : “ It is I, be not | 
afraid.” If you indeed know who it is that cometh 
to you upon the waves of these afflictions, amidst 
the darkness of this trial, you will not be dis- 
mayed. 

You are not forbidden the natural outpouring of 
sorrow: for “ Jesus wept.” What an unspeakable 
blessing in the day of adversity to know that our 
Lord, who is very and Eternal God, is also most i 
truly man ; that He is acquainted with grief, having 
taken it to his bosom for long years that He might 
experience what it was. And He is so touched with 
a feeling of our infirmities, that there is not a throb 
of anguish, not a pang of mental or physical pain, 
which we may not bring to Him for sympathy. He 
knows all, He has felt all, He can heal all. 

The world, after its fashion, will offer consolation, 
and tell you that others suffer still more, and that 
things might have been worse ; some greater evil 
might have befallen you. These are in themselves 
but comfortless thoughts, and there is nothing helpful 
in the strange unconscious balf-atheism, from which 
they often spring ; as }f man was the plaything of 
blind destiny, instead of a being experiencing the 
love and compassion of the merciful God. But you 
will find a Christian meaning for what is thus igno- 
rantly said, and will mark with gratitude how the 
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goodness of our blessed Lord has indeed shielded 
you from the many aggravations which might have 
accompanied your sorrow, and how He has provided 
for you many unexpected alleviations. 

Numberless circumstances, each perhaps small in 
itself, but full of meaning, will combine to show you, 
that you are not forsaken in this time of trial. Many 
of God’s promises, too, will now seem as if they had 
been written especially for your consolation. Some 
of these will assure you of his presence during af- 
fliction : — “ When thou passest through the waters 
I will be with thee ; and through the rivers, they 
shall not overflow thee : when thou walkest through 
the fire thou shalt not be burned ; neither shall the 
flame kindle upon thee. Por I am the Lord thy 
God, the Holy One of Israel, thy Saviour 1 .” — Others 
will direct you to the true source of strength : “Cast 
thy burthen upon the Lord, and he shall sustain 
thee 2 .” “ He giveth power to the faint ; to them 
that have no might he increaseth strength 3 .” “ Come 
unto me, all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and 
I will give you rest 4 .” — Some will remind you 
of the parental character of God : “ Like as a father 
pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth them that 
fear him. Por he knoweth our frame ; he remem- 
bereth that we are dust*.” Others will suggest that 
your condition as his child, because it is so full of 
blessings, involves the necessity of enduring his 

1 Is. xliii. 2. 2 Ps. lv. 22, 3 Is. xl. 29. 

4 St. Matt, xi. 28. 5 Ps. ciii. 13, 14. 
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needful discipline : — w My* son, despise not thou the 
chastening of the Lord, nor faint when thou art re- 
buked of him : for whom the Lord loveth he chas- 
teneth, and scourgeth every son whom he re- 
ceiveth 1 .” 

Your chiefest and most earnest desire will be to 
gain from this trial, whatever it may be, all the good 
which it is meant to convey. God forbid that it 
should pass away without having accomplished its 
purpose. For such visitations of affliction never 
leave any man exactly where he was before. Either 
they advance him on his heavenward way, teach him 
to live above the world’s slavery, and nerve him for 
his daily conflicts : or else, when slighted, they 
render his condition far less hopeful; the chains 
of earth press more heavily, and the heart sinks 
down into a deeper slumber than ever. It is thus 
that afflictions are such turning-points in a life’s 
history ; to many they are most abundantly 
blessed ; the holiest and the best are, through God’s 
grace, made better by them : to many, alas ! they 
are but occasions of still further alienation from 
God. 

But you will inquire what, under these circum- 
stances of trial, you are to do ; what are the means 
by which you are to seek for the blessings you desire 
to obtain. For you clearly perceive that the mere 
presence of this trial cannot possibly benefit or bless 
you, but that it must be in some way made use of. 

1 Heb. xii. 5, 6. 
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First, then, let it be to you an occasion of ap- 
proaching to God with a quickened diligence and a 
more confiding love. Cultivate habits of devotion; 
so essential to the peace and health of your soul. 
Pray much and earnestly ; that He would graciously 
“ sanctify this his fatherly correction to you,” — that 
He would “ renew in you whatsoever hath been de- 
cayed by the fraud and malice of the devil, or by 
your own carnal will and frailness,” — that while you 
live “you may live to Him, and be an instru- 
ment of his glory, by serving Him faithfully, and 
doing good in your generation,” — that He may give 
you “ a right understanding of yourself, and of his 
threats and promises,” — that He may be Himself 
“ your defence, and make you know and feel that 
there is none other name under heaven given to man, 
in whom and through whom you may receive health 
and salvation, but only the name of our Lord Jesus 
Christ 1 .” 

The languor and weariness of extreme illness will 
sometimes form a serious hindrance to frequent and 
collected prayer. Yet this should be earnestly com- 
bated with, and may often in a great measure be 
overcome. Where the exhaustion is very great and 
the powers of speech and almost of connected 
thought really fail, G-od will graciously accept, for 
prayer, the looking of the heart towards Him ; for 
“He knoweth our frame, he # remembereth that we 
are but dust.” 

1 Prayer Book. Visitation of the Sick. 
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Go continually to the blessed word of God for 
guidance and consolation : let it be “ a lantern to 
your feet, and a light unto your path.” Be a frequent 
and faithful partaker of the Holy Eucharist, to “ the 
strengthening and refreshing of your soul.” If you 
are debarred by sickness or infirmity from frequent- 
ing the public services of the Church, yet be often 
in spirit with those who go up to the house of the 
Lord, following them with your prayers and sym- 
pathy. You are not forgotten there, where remem- 
brance is made before God of the weariness of the 
bed of pain, and the loneliness of the aching heart. 
For you supplication is made in those prayers which 
are offered up for all “ who are afflicted and dis- 
tressed in mind, body, or estate for all “ that are 
in danger, necessity, or tribulation for all “ who 
are in trouble, sorrow, need, sickness, or any other 
adversity.” 

Meantime you will remember to what end these 
means are designed to conduct you. You will then 
most highly appreciate them, when you know them 
but as means ; when you feel that sacraments, and 
prayers, and God’s word, will fail utterly of their 
object if they do not produce in you, through the 
blessed Spirit working in and by them, conformity 
of heart and life to the holy will of God. 

This is the great purpose to be accomplished in 
each one of us. Fof this were we born into the 
world ; for this have we been kept in life hitherto ; 
for this our Lord J esus Christ gave Himself for us, 
that “ He might purify to himself a peculiar people, 
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zealous of good works that " denying ungodliness 
and worldly lusts, we might live soberly, righteously, 
and godly in this present world that being justified 
for his merit sake, we might, as becomes his ran- 
somed people, “glorify God in our body, and in our 
spirit, which are God’s.” 

But you ask how, in the sick chamber to which, 
it may be, you are confined — how, in the narrow 
span which, perhaps, is all that is left to you of life, 
you can thus glorify God. 

If your’s is a truly teachable spirit, this question 
will be soon answered. You will soon learn that 
sickness and sorrow bring with them peculiar duties 
and responsibilities. He to whom you belong will 
give you not only patience to suffer, but strength to 
; do: and as this strength increases, your sphere of 
j action will enlarge itself around you. 
j In protracted sickness how many are the trials 
! through which you have to pass; how many vic- 
tories over self you have to win. How much is 
| there for which your sick room is perhaps the very 
| fittest place, with the multiplied occasions which it 
I affords for the full exercise of Faith, and Hope, and 
! Love. 

I For this is not, in truth, a narrow sphere in which 
| God has placed you. You know how that some 
I even of the lowest forms of heathenism witness to 
j the great truth, that man’s heart has always been 
; craving for union with a nature higher than his own : 
j and you know too, that the necessity, the provision 
for, and the conditions of this union form the main 
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subject of God’s revelation to man. If you, on that 
bed of suffering, are learning by experience the 
full blessing of this unspeakable union, you will not 
complain that your circle of privilege and duty is too 
limited. You are not left there alone ; some better 
portion is your’s than the cold abstractions of a false 
philosophy, which, because it has caught some faint 
and broken echoes of the Christian truth, still speaks 
of goodness, virtue, and purity, but which never | 
leads man to Him who is the Good, the Holy, and 
the Pure ; and which cannot offer even the poorest 
substitute for the presence of that living Friend, 
union and communion with whom is the deepest 
reality of the Christian life. 

Perhaps those who are suffering from protracted 
sickness have most need to watch against that cold 
exclusive temper of mind which would tempt them 
to put away every thing which does not seem to 
bear directly on their own separate religious con- 
dition. Such a temper would greatly impede your 
progress, and weaken your spiritual life; while it 
would rob you of that true fellowship with the family 
of Christ, for which the Church, as we have already 
seen, has made provision in her special remembrances 
of you and of your sufferings; and would close 
your heart against her loving sympathy. Be, on the 
contrary, drawn out of yourself towards others, par- 
ticipate in their interests, pray for them and seek 
their good, and set yourself to lessen the weight of i 
sin and suffering around you. Doubtless you can | 
do much to benefit and bless your brethren; by | 
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your example, by your influence, by direct or in- | 
direct teaching, by a right use of money — perhaps j 
by ways which do not discover themselves to you, [ 
until you have made some resolute advance in this i 
path of duty. However limited your range may be, | 
(the more limited from the circumstances of your | 
j broken health,) yet you will always find some within | 
j your reach to whom you may exhibit this gracious j 
j and loving spirit ; your own immediate family, the I 
friends who visit your sick chamber, the servants | 
who minister to your wants. Assume no functions, 
undertake no duties but those which belong to “ that ■ 
state of life to which it has pleased God to call 
you.” In that state you will find, if you seek, j 
abundant employment. Such engagements will sup- j 
ply the best preservative against the many forms of j 
selfishness which beset the hours of sickness ; and 
that some preservative is then needed, they who j 
watch over their hearts under such circumstances j 
can abundantly testify. In these pursuits you will j 
find a source of true and sustained cheerfulness, i 
most unlike that false and transient excitement 
with which the world seeks to dissipate the thoughts 
of the sorrowful and suffering. j 

But, whether doing or enduring, beware of fan- j 
eying that you have a fund of faith, or hope, or j 
patience, laid up within, to which you can always j 
resort, and independent of Him who supplies by his | 
Spirit daily strength to his people. Bor in the mo- j 
ment that you look from Him to yourself, you will j 
find yourself left alone with impatience and distrust, | 
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and ready to sink under the burthen of those cares 
which He would have borne for you. 

Life to others is very bright, notwithstanding 
your distress. Let not the contrast between their 
condition and your own hinder your being cheered 
by the happiness around you. If God is with you in 
your sorrow, pray that He may be with them in 
their joy. If some have wept with you who weep, 
endeavour on your part to rejoice with them that do 
rejoice. It may cost you at first a struggle before 
you can fully sympathize in their happiness. But 
the effort will daily become less : let it not be seen 
of men, and thus become poisoned by that selfish 
littleness which evermore claims notice of the sacri- 
fices it makes. 

Nor should we close our hearts against the mar- 
vellous beauty of God’s creation which lies around 
us. The clouds of sorrow must not so come down 
upon us as utterly to obscure that reflexion of Him 
which yet is left to us here. The perfection of its 
first days is indeed gone, and with fallen man it 
“ groaneth and travaileth together ” in mysterious 
sympathy. But it is still most beautiful. We may 
neither form a fanciful mock-religion for ourselves 
out of our admiration for “ the things that are seen,” 
which caunot of course satisfy the needs of an im- 
mortal spirit ; nor yet turn coldly away from God’s 
great works. Ours should be, in this, the safer 
path of humility and faith ; and we should rejoice 
in them as what our Master’s hands have made. 
They are evidences of his power, and witnesses of 
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his love ; and it is good for ns to live under their 
calming and elevating influences. 

Many of those who will read these pages are, 
I trust, gaining the truest and best blessings from 
the afflictions which have been sent to them. If 
this be your case, how full even this present time 
is of encouragement and of blessing. Could you 
formerly have imagined that under these circum- 
stances of pain and grief — when all around is dark 
— all within could ever be so full of light ? True 
to his promises, God is now blessing you with 
that peace which passeth all understanding, and 
which abides with you undiminished amidst all the 
vicissitudes of life. 

Are you sometimes filled with longings to depart 
— to leave all this suffering behind, and to pass 
from the strife of the battle-field to the rest of the 
victors ? Yet remember that you are “ immortal till 
your work is done.” One can imagine what it must 
be for you, lying now at the very gates of Paradise, 
to be obliged to take up again the burthen of life, 
and to look forward to long years here, amongst us 
whose sky is so often dimmed by temptation, grief, 
and weariness. But do not be discouraged ; for if 
you are giving yourself truly to the service of God, 
your Lord shall lead you, and the wilderness and 
the solitary place shall be gladdened by his pre- 
sence. In joy and in grief you shall find Him 
near ; your strength in temptation, your shield in 
danger, your guide in difficulty. You long now 

b 
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to be with Him ; but all along the journey of life 
He will be with you — your unseen but ever pre- 
sent Defence. 

Wait then his time in whose unchangeable faith- 
fulness is all your trust. Consider the immeasurable 
depths of his wisdom. You cannot assign the limits 
of time, place, or circumstance, within which He 
may design to work his sovereign will in you. 
After marvelling long at the character and duration | 
of this trial, perhaps a ray of light may touch some 
object before unnoticed, and reveal all that has been 
hitherto hidden in such darkness. Can you say that 
you have yet received the full measure of blessing 
which this affliction was designed to bring ? Per- 
haps the well-being of others depends, far more than i 
you can know or even imagine, on the prolongation j 
of this trial to you : since one of the strongest | 
evidences of the reality and power of religion is seen 
in the constancy of the faithful in the midst of suf- 
fering, and in the good which God brings for them 
out of such seeming evil. 

We are encompassed by many living witnesses in 
the Church, who, having long endured tribulation, 
can bear testimony to the power of his sustaining 
love now, from the midst of their trials; while j 
others, who once gave their testimony to the same 
truth, have been one by one called away to exchange 
that condition in which they received from their 
Lord sympathy in suffering, for that in which they 
are made partakers of his joy. I 

Our Lord is carrying on this work from age to j 
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| age before the eyes of the Church. Doubtless there 
are some to whom you are thus appointed as a wit- 
ness : — to but few perhaps — yet if but to one, be 
1 thankful that to you it is assigned to strengthen that 
I one in the faith. 

| If this book should help you to interpret truly 
| the meaning of God’s afflictive dispensations, teach- 
i mg you in any measure their nature, purposes, and 
1 effects ; and leading you to look through their out- 
ward show of mere pain and loss to their inner sig- 
nificance and real character — if thus you are con- 
firmed in an humble, holy confidence in God, and 
are quickened to a more diligent following of Him 
— if you perceive that while every trial is attended 
by its peculiar duties and responsibilities, it brings 
with it heavenly blessings also ; and if the practical 
! knowledge of these truths should lead you, by his 
grace, to a closer and more abiding union with Him, 

I then indeed the object of these pages will have been 
; fully accomplished. May He graciously allow this 
: blessed issue. May your heart be cheered and en- 
couraged by his promises, and may you look beyond 
j these hours of trial to the hope set before you in the 
| Gospel. The Lord is indeed at hand. He is re- 
turning to his waiting Church. We know neither 
the day nor the hour — but He brings with Him 
j everlasting joy for all them that love his appearing. 

I “ I heard a great voice out of heaven, saying, Be- 
! hold, the tabernacle of God is with men, and he will 
j dwell with them, and they shall be his people, and 
God himself shall be with them, and be their God. 
b 2 
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And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes ; 
and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow, 
nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain : 
for the former things are passed away.” 

T. V. FOSBERY. 

Westdiffe, Isle of Wight, 

April 19th, 1844. 



In preparing the following Hymns and Poems for 
the use of the Sick and Suffering, it was natural to 
turn to what the Church had done for her afflicted 
members, and to try whether the services which she 
has provided for their benefit could not, at least in 
part, be made available in connexion with this 
Volume of Sacred Poetry. 

The Offices for the Visitation and Communion of 
the Sick, in the Prayer Book, are conceived in a 
spirit of such true sympathy with the suffering, and 
so combine the deepest devotion with the wisest and 
most faithful instruction, as to render them in sick- 
ness and sorrow inestimably precious* The exhor- 
tations and prayers in the former of these services 
are here placed, in their due order, one before every 
section into which the volume is divided; and a 
sentence, taken from this, forms the heading to each 
of the several poems contained in the section. 
These sentences give to the poems remarkable sig- 
nificance and definiteness of application. 

The Rubrics, which are unusually full and in- 
structive, — the Absolution, — and the Communion 
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Service, all which necessarily imply the presence of 
the minister, are not thus employed. 

Those who may first learn, perhaps in solitude, 
from these pages, the great blessing provided for 
them in the Service for the Visitation of the Sick, 
will be, I trust, amongst the most desirous, as cer- 
tainly they will be the best prepared, to avail them- 
selves, when they can do so, of the presence and 
ministrations of such as are “ over them in the Lord ” 

— ministering to them in the words or in the spirit 
I of this beautiful Service, as their respective neces- 
sities may require. 

In compiling this volume, I have but assisted one 
to whom it owes its chief value, and who “ having 
learned from the Service for the Visitation of the Sick 
the meaning and value of sickness, earnestly desires 
to recommend the frequent perusal of that Service I 
| to the sick and suffering members of Christ’s body.” j 
! There are here two hundred and twenty-six sepa- 
rate pieces. Of this number ninety -three are by 
writers who lived prior to the eighteenth century : 
the rest are modern. The poems of George Herbert, 
by which, says Walton, “ he hath comforted and 
raised many a dejected and discomposed soul,” are 
peculiarly suitable for the purposes of this work. 
But as he is the best known of all the older sacred 
poets, it did not seem desirable to insert very many 
of his poems. There are accordingly only fourteen 
in this volume, and to those best acquainted with 
their value this will seem but a small number. 

From the works of Henry Vaughan nineteen poems 
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have been selected. This writer, a few of whose j 
poems have of late years been reprinted in different 
collections, deserves to be far better known. He 
was born on the banks of the TJsk, in Brecknock- 
shire, in 1621 ; and because that part of Wales was 
anciently peopled by the Silures, he was quaintly 
styled the Silurist. Though then very young, he 
was engaged in the study of the law in London, at 
| the breaking out of the great rebellion. But he was 
i immediately taken home by his friends, and there in 
j tranquil retirement “ he followed the pleasant paths 
| of poetry and philology.” He soon exchanged the 
I law for physic, in which he became eminently skilled, 

| and spent the greater part of his useful and happy 
I life near his native place in Brecknockshire, where 
he died in 1695. ! 

Yaughan ever held the memory of George Herbert 
in affectionate reverence. He could have known him 
only by his works, as Herbert died when Yaughan 
was very young ; but in the preface to one of his 
1 books, speaking of the success of the former in 
purifying the stream of song, he calls him “ the I 
blessed man, Mr. George Herbert; — whose holy 
life and verse,” he adds, “ gained many pious con- 
verts, of whom I am the least.” 

The sacred poetry of the age of Herbert and 
Vaughan is becoming daily better known, and more 
truly appreciated. Its occasional conceits and ob- 
scurity do not hinder men from acknowledging its 
fulness, purity, and truth. To some few, however, 
this old poetry may seem at first harsh and strange — 
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their taste having been formed in a different school. 
Such readers will be amply repaid for whatever effort 
it may cost them to grapple with its first difficulties. 

There is much and precious instruction to be 
gathered amongst these old poems. They have a 
strength and depth in them which many more grace- 
ful verses have not. They enshrine thoughts worthy 
to he treasured up in the heart, instead of feebly 
expressing — with much reiteration — what may he 
called the sentimentality of religion. The love of 
God was not to these men a passing emotion ; it 
was their principle of life. They and their works 
should be had in honour amongst us. 

The poems of Herbert in this volume are re- 
printed from the edition of 1641, but the modern 
spelling of later editions has been followed. 

Many of Vaughan’s poems were transcribed at 
first from the copy of the first edition (1650) of his 
“ Silex Scintillans, or Sacred Poetry and Private 
Ejaculations,” in the British Museum Library ; but 
the second, which appeared in his lifetime (1655), 
and is probably the more correct, and which also 
contains about fifty additional poems, has since been 
consulted ; for which purpose it was kindly lent by 
its possessor, the Bev. H. P. Lyte. It is a rare and 
valuable book. The old spelling has here been re- 
tained, except where there seemed any risk of its 
obscuring the sense. 

Nothing has been taken from the writings of any 
living English poet without the author’s express 
permission, which has always been most readily and 
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kindly granted. Those poems which have not before j 
been published are distinguished by an asterisk pre- 
fixed to each. Two of them, however, viz. those at 
pp. 45 and 129, had already been printed for private 
circulation. 

Where only part of a short poem has been re- 
tained, the word “ Part ” is prefixed to the portion 
thus selected. But no liberty has been taken with 
the poetry itself. The words of the several writers, 

(in the case of some living authors with their latest 
corrections,) have been faithfully given in every 
instance. Not one word in the whole volume has 
been knowingly and wilfully altered. 

In a very few instances it was found necessary to 
trust, at least for the present, to compilations ; but 
wherever it was possible, the best editions of the 
author’s works have been consulted. 

T. V. F. 



NOTE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

To the two hundred and twenty-six pieces of the 
former edition, all of which are here retained, seven 
others have been added, which will be found at 
pp. 269, 275, 278, 280, 285, 288, 321. The work 
has been carefully revised, and a few changes, chiefly 
verbal, have been made in the introductory address. 

t. y. f. 

Sunningdale, 

May 2, 1860. 



Digitized by 



°°gl 



e 





PART I. 



•(Peace 6c to tpis pouSe, anb to all tpat btnell fa ft. 



^Remember not, lorb, our iniquities, nor tpe 
iniquities ot our iorefatperS : Spare us, goob 
X,ortr, spare Clip people, inpont Cpou past re* 
beetneb inftp Cpp most precious Ploob, anb tie 
not angrp inftp us tor eber. 

3n*in. Spare us, goob £orb. 
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$eate bt to tfjte flouae, an* to all tfjat DtoeII in it 
PEACE. 

# 

HENRY VAUGHAN. 

My soul, there is a country 
Afar beyond the stars, 

Where stands a winged sentry 
All skilful in the wars. 

There, above noise and danger, 

Sweet Peace sits crowned with smiles, 
And One bom in a manger 
Commands the beauteous files. 

He is thy gracious friend, 

And (O my soul, awake !) 

Did in pure love descend, 

To die here for thy sake. 

If thou canst get but thither, 

There grows the flower of peace, 

The Bose that cannot wither, 

Thy fortress, and thy ease. 

Leave then thy foolish ranges ; 

Por none can thee secure, 

But One, who never changes, 

Thy God, thy Life, thy Cure. 
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9<a u l« to t|ts Hue, owl to all t|at trbell in it 

J. 8. 

The more by Thought thou leav’st the crowd be- 
hind. 

Draw near by deeper love to all thy kind ; 

So shall thy heart in lowly peace be still, 

And earthly wisdom serve a Heavenly will. 

j. s. 

No holier truth has reached us from above 
Than this, Love errs not but by want of Love. 



ce If to tftts louoe, attl to all t|at Moell in it. 

J. 8. MONSELL. 

Birds have their quiet nest. 

Foxes their holes, and man his peaceful bed ; 

All creatures have their rest, — 

But Jesus had not where to lay His head. 

Winds have their hour of calm, 

And waves, Jo slumber on the voiceless deep : 
Eve hath its breath of balm, 

To hush all senses and all sounds to sleep. 
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The wild deer hath his lair, 

The homeward flocks the shelter of their shed ; 

All have their rest from care , — ] 

But Jesus had not where to lay His head. 

And yet He came to give 1 
The weary and the heavy-laden rest ; 

To hid the sinner live, 

And soothe our griefs to slumber on His breast. 

What then am I, my God, 

Permitted thus the paths of peace to tread ? 

Peace, purchased by the blood 
Of Him who had not where to lay His head ! 

I, who once made Him grieve ; 

I, who once bid His gentle spirit mourn ; 

Whose hand essayed to weave 
For His meek brow the cruel crown of thorn : — 

O why should I have peace ? 

Why ? but for that unchanged, undying love, 
Which would not, could not cease, 

Until it made me heirs of joys above. 

Yes ! but for pardoning grace, 

I feel I never should in glory see* 

The brightness of that face, 

That once was pale and agonized for me ! 
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Let the birds seek their nest, 

Foxes their holes, and man his peaceful bed ; 

Come, Saviour, in my breast 
Deign to repose Thine oft rejected head ! 

Come ! give me rest, and take 
The only rest on earth Thou lovest, — within 
A heart, that for Thy sake 
Lies bleeding, broken, penitent for sin. 



tUmemter net fcork, out fauptfttw. 

SIGHS AND GROANS. 

GEORGE HERBERT. 

O do not use me 

After my sins ! look not on my desert, 

But on Thy glory ; then Thou wilt reform. 

And not refuse, me. For Thou only art 
The mighty God ; but I, a silly worm j 
O do not bruise me. 

O do not urge me l 

For what account can Thy ill steward make ? 

I have abused Thy stock, destroyed Thy woods, 
Sucked all Thy magazines. My head did ache 
Till it found out how to consume Thy goods ; 

O do not scourge me l 



i 
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O do not blind me ! 

I have deserved that an Egyptian night 

Should thicken all my powers, because my lust 
i Hath still sewed fig-leaves to exclude Thy light. 
But I am frailty, and already dust ; 

O do not grind me ! 

| O do not fill me 

With the turned vial of Thy bitter wrath ; 

Eor Thou hast other vessels, full of blood, 

A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath, 

Even unto death. Since He died for my good, 

O do not kill me ! 

But O reprieve me ! 

For Thou hast life and death at Thy command ; 
Thou art both Judge and Saviour, Feast and Bod, 
| Cordial and Corrosive. Put not Thy hand 
J Into the bitter box ; but, O my God, 

I My God, relieve me ! 



WLmmhtt not ftort, ont 
LAMENTATION OF A SINNER. 

HYMNS OP THE PRIMITIVE CHURCH. 

0 Lord, turn not Thy face away 
From him that lies prostrate, 
Lamenting sore his sinful life, 

Before Thy mercy-gate, — 
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Which Thou dost open wide to those 
Who do lament their sin : 

O shut it not against me, Lord, 

But let me enter in. 

Call me not to a strict account 
How I have lived here ; 

For then I know right well, O Lord, 
How vile I shall appear. 



I need not to confess my life ; * 

For surely Thou canst tell 
What I have been : and what I am 
Thou knowest veiy well. 

O Lord, I need not to repeat 
What I do beg and crave ; 

For Thou dost know before I ask, 
The thing that I would have. 

Mercy, good Lord, mercy I ask, 
This is the total sum : 

For mercy, Lord, is all my suit ; 

O, let Thy mercy come. 
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Itememfcer not ILorlr, our tntQuttttf, 

Nor t$e tnupittie* of ottr foretat&er*. 

REPENTANCE. 

GEORGE HERBERT. 

Lord, I confess my sin is great ; 

Great is my sin. O gently treat 
With Thy quick flower, Thy momentary bloom ! 

| Whose life, still pressing, 

| Is one undressing, 

A steady aiming at a tomb. 

| Man’s age is two hours* work, or three ; 
j Each day doth round about us see. 
j Thus are we to delights : but we are all 
To sorrows old, 

If life be told 

From what life feeleth, Adam’s fall. 

i 

| O let thy height of mercy then 

Compassionate short-breathed men. 

Cut me not off for my most foul transgression : 

I do confess 
My foolishness : 

My God, accept of my confession. 

i 
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Sweeten, at length, this bitter bowl, 

Which Thou hast poured into my soul : 

Thy wormwood turn to health; winds to feir 
weather ; 

For if Thou stay, 

I and this day, 

As we did rise, we die, together. 

When Thou for sin rebukest man, 

Forthwith he waxeth woe and wan : 

Bitterness fills our bowels ; all our hearts 
Pine and decay, 

And drop away, 

And carry with them the other parts. 

But Thou wilt sin and grief destroy ; 

That so the broken bones may joy, 

And tune together in a well-set song, 

Full of His praises 
Who dead men raises. — 

Fractures well cured make us more strong. 



V 
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I Eet us yra®. 

{ Eorb, babe mert® upon uS. 

j Christ, babe mm® upon us. 

©orb, babe mere® upon us. 
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THE SHORTER LITANY. 
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S,et im prag. 

R. C. TRENCH. 

! Lord, what a change within us one short hour 1 
Spent in Thy presence will prevail to make, 

What heavy burdens from our bosoms take, 

What parched grounds refresh, as with a shower ! 
t We kneel, and all around us seems to lower ; 
j We rise, and all, the distant and the near, 
j Stands forth in sunny outline, brave and clear ; 

)• We kneel, how weak, we rise, how full of power. 

! ! Why therefore should we do ourselves this wrong, 
J/ Or others — that we are not always strong, 

| That we are ever overborne with care, 

I That we should ever weak or heartless be, 
i Anxious or troubled, when with us is prayer, 

And joy and strength and courage are with Thee? 

let u* prag. 

PRAYER. 

Luke xxii. 46. 

E. M. 

( Art thou a pilgrim and alone ? 

I Far from the home once called thine own ? 
From friendship’s faithful bosom wrested, 

In stranger hands thy comforts vested, 

Thy life a cheerless wintry day 
TJnlit by sunshine ?— Bise and pray ! 
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Smiled on thee once the bliss of earth, 

And glittering joys of transient worth ? 
Hast thou adored some idol shrine, 

Or bent has many a knee at thine ? 

Faded these creatures of a day, 

What hast thou left P — Arise and pray ! 

Or hast thou, driven by deepest woe, 

Thy soul’s sure refuge learned to know ? 
And every storm of life would meet 
Beneath the sheltering Mercy-Seat ? 
Whether in youth, or life’s decay, 

Thy lot is blest — thou lovest to pray ? 

But haply thou, even thou hast found 
Beligion’s consecrated ground 
With sorrows and with snares beset, 
Which, though the Almighty Sufferer met 
To conquer, we must yet obey 
His welcome mandate — Bise and pray ! 

O mournful lot to mortals given, 

Might not the winged thought to Heaven 
Amidst opposing myriads rise 
To claim its refuge in the skies ! 

“ Where is thy God ?” whilst mockers say, 
To Him mounts up the soul to pray ! 

Though, mingled in one bitter draught, 
Thou every earthly woe hast quaffed ; 
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Around, though enemies prevail, 

And darts from cherished friends assail ; 
These, but in image faint pourtray 
His griefs, who bids thee rise and pray ! 



Ev’n should that direst hour be thine, 
When in the darkening Heavens no sign 
Appears ; — but thou in combat fell 
Must meet the adverse hosts of hell, 

S O never cast the hope away, 

While thou canst lift thy heart topSj) 



With tears, with bitterest agony 
The Saviour wrestled, Soul ! for thee, 

Ere He could all-triumphant rise 
To plead the accepted sacrifice ; 

So, till the world shall pass away, 

Shall stand His words — “ Arise and pray ! ” 



Eet us prag. 

PRAYER. 

COWPER. 

What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 
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Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw, 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 

Gives exercise to faith and love, 

Brings every blessing from above. 

Restraining prayer, we cease to fight ; 

Prayer makes the Christian’s armour bright ; 
(And Satan trembles when he sees 
| The weakest saint upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was found on Israel’s side ; 

But when, through weariness they failed, 
That moment Amalek prevailed 1 . 

( Have you no words ? O think again, 

Words flow apace when you complain, 

And fill your fellow-creature’s ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

j Were half the breath thus vainly spent, 

; To heaven in supplication sent, 

; Tour cheerful song would oftener be, — 
i “ Hear what the Lord hath done for me ! ” 

1 Exod. xvii. 11, 12 . 



r 
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ftorlr, babe meres upon tie. 

Cfjrtet, babe meres upon tt*. 

Earb, babe meres upon ue. 

DIVINE EJACULATION. 

JOHN QUARLES. 

Gbeat God, whose sceptre rules the earth, 
Distil Thy fear into my heart, 

That being rapt with holy mirth 
I may proclaim how good Thou art ; 

Open my lips, that I may sing 
Full praises to my God, my King. 

Great God, Thy garden is defaced, 

The weeds thrive there, Thy flowers decay ; 

0 call to mind Thy promise past, 

Restore Thou them, cut these away : 

Till then let not the weeds have power 
To starve or stint the poorest flower. 

In all extremes, Lord, Thou art still 
The Mount whereto my hopes do flee j 

0 make my soul detest all ill, 

Because so much abhorred by Thee : 

Lord, let Thy gracious trials show 
That I am just, or make me so. 

c 



Digitized by Google 





18 



Shall mountain, desert, beast, and tree, 
Yield to that heavenly voice of Thine ; 

And shall that voice not startle me, 

Nor stir this stone— -this heart of mine ? 
No, Lord, till Thou new-bore mine ear, 
Thy voice is lost, I cannot hear. 

Fountain of Light and living Breath, 

Whose mercies never fail nor fade ; 

Fill me with Life that hath no death, 

Fill me with Light that hath no shade ; 
Appoint the remnant of my days 
To see Thy power, and sing Thy praise. 

Lord God of gods — before whose throne 
Stand storms and fire 1 O what shall we 

Return to Heaven, that is our own, 

When all the world belongs to Thee ? 

We have no offering to impart, 

But praises, and a wounded heart. 

0 Thou that sitt’st in Heaven, and seest 
My deeds without, my thoughts within — 

Be Thou my Prince, be Tbou my Priest, 
Command my soul, and cure my sin : 

How bitter my afflictions be 
I care not, so I rise to Thee. 

What I possess, or what 1 crave, 

Brings no content, great God, to me, 

If what I would, or what I have, 

Be not possest, and Meat in Thee : 
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"What I enjoy, 0 make it mine, 

In making me, that have it, Thine. 

When winter-fortunes cloud the brows 

Of summer-friends, — when eyes grow strange ; 
When plighted faith forgets its vows ; 

When earth and all things in it change : 

O Lord, Thy mercies fail me never— 
Where once Thou lovest, Thou lovest for 
ever. 

Great God, whose kingdom hath no end ; 

Into whose secrets none can dive ; 

Whose mercy none can apprehend; 

Whose justice none can feel — and live : 

What my dull heart cannot aspire 
To know, Lord, teach me to admire ! 



pallatoefc U €W &uat. 

THE ELIXIR. 

GEORGE HERBERT. 

Teach me, my God and King, 

In all things Thee to see ; 

And what I do in any thing, 

To do it as for Thee : 
c 2 
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Not rudely, as a beast, 

To run into an action ; 

But still to make Thee prepossest, 

And give it his perfection. 

A man that looks on glass, 

On it may stay his eye ; 

Or, if he pleaseth, through it pass, 

And then the Heaven espy. 

All may of Thee partake : 

Nothing can be so mean, 

"Which, with this tincture, — foe Thy sake, 
Will not grow bright and clean. 

A servant, with this clause, 

Makes drudgery divine : 

Who sweeps a room, as for Thy laws, 

Makes that, and the action, fine. 

This is the famous stone 
That turaeth all to gold ; 

For that which God doth touch and own, 
Cannot for less be told. 
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CDs toil! be bone. 



C. E. 

My God, my Father, while I stray 
Far from my home in life’s rough way, 

0 teach me from my heart to say — 

“ Thy will be done !” 

Though dark my path, and sad my lot, 

Let me be still and murmur not ; 

And breathe the prayer divinely taught, — 

“ Thy will be done !” 

What though in lonely grief I sigh, 

For friends beloved, no longer nigh, 
Submissive still v^ld I reply, — 

“ Thy will be done !” 

If Thou shouldst call me to resign 
What most I prize — it ne’er was mine ; 

1 only yield Thee what was Thine : 

" Thy will be done !” 

Should pining sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay, 

My Father— still I’ll strive to say, — 

“ Thy will be done ! ” 
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If but my fainting heart be blest 
With Thy sweet Spirit for its guest, 

My God, to Thee I leave the rest : — 

“ Thy will be done !” 

Eenew my will from day to day ; 

Blend it with Thine, and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say — 

“ Thy will be done ! ” 

Then, when on earth I breathe no more 
The prayer oft mix’d with tears before, 
I’ll sing, upon a happier shore, — 

“ Thy will be done ! ”] 



Gibe tie tfjte tms our bails break. 

THE HO|g)FAST. 

GEORGE HERBERT. 

I threatened to observe the strict decree 

Of my dear God, with all my power and might : 
But I was told by one, it could not be ; 

Yet I might trust in God to be my light. 

“Then will I trust,” said I, “in Him alone.’ r 
Nay, e’en to trust in Him was also His : 

We must confess that nothing is our own. 

“ Then I confess that He my succour is.” 
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But to have nought is ours ; not to confess 
That we have nought. I stood amazed at this ; 
Much troubled : till I heard a friend express, 

That all things were more ours by being His. 
What Adam had, and forfeited for all, 

Christ keepeth now, who cannot fail or fall. 



0 llorfc. Mbe Ctp sertumt: 
$2af)ic| puttetl fj(0 trust m 

PSALM XXXI. 



H. F. LYTE. 

Mt spirit on Thy care. 

Blest Saviour, I recline ; 

Thou wilt not leave me to despair, 

For Thou ariftove divine. 

In Thee I place my trust, 

On Thee I calmly rest ; 

I know Thee good, I know Thee just, 
And count Thy choice the best. 

Whate’er events betide, 

Thy will they all perform : 

Safe in Thy breast my head I hide, 

Nor fear the coming storm. 
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Let good or ill befal, 

It must be good for me ; 
Secure of having Thee in all. 
Of having all in Thee, 



0 Horb, sate Cfjfi serbaitt : 
puttetj fttg trust ttt Cbee. 



C. B. 

Holt Saviour, friend unseen, 

Since on Thine arm Thou bidst me lean, 
Help me throughout life’s varying scene, 

By faith to cling to Thee ! 

Blest with this fellowship divine, 

Take what Thou wilt, I’ll ne’er repine. 

E’en as the branches to the vine, 

My soul would cling to Thee ! 

Ear from her home, fatigued, opprest, 

Here she has found her place of rest ; 

An exile still, yet not unblest 

While she can cling to Thee ! 

Without a murmur I dismiss 
My former dreams of earthly bliss ; 

My joy, my consolation this, 

Each hour to cling to Thee ! 
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What though the world deceitful prove, 
And earthly friends and joys remove ; 
With patient, uncomplaining love 

Still would I cling to Thee ! 

Oft when I seem to tread alone 

Some barren waste with thorns overgrown, 

Thy voice of love, in tenderest tone, 

Whispers, “ Still cling to me ! ” 

Though faith and hope awhile be tried, 

I ask not, need not, aught beside : 

How safe, how calm, how satisfied, 

The souls that cling to Thee ! 

They fear not Satan or the grave, 

They feel Thee near, and strong to save, 
Nor fear to cross e’en Jordan’s wave, 

Because they cling to Thee ! 

Blest is my lot, whate’er befal : 

What can disturb me, what appal, 

Whilst as my Bock, my Strength, my Ail, 
Saviour, I cling to Thee ? 



V 
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SMb $im help from Cbp boIp place : | 

flair ebermorc mightilp befentr him. ! 

THE HOURS. ' 

I 

| 

O God, the Lord of place and time, 

Who orderest all things prudently ; 
Brightening with beams the opening prime, 

And burning in the mid-day sky ; 

Quench Thou the fires of hate and strife, — 

The wasting fever of the heart ; 

From perils guard our feeble life, 

And to our souls Thy peace impart. 

This grace on Thy redeemed confer, — 

Father, co-equal Son, 

And Holy Ghost, the Comforter ; 

Eternal Three in One. 



Het tfje eitentp babe no abbantage of fjtnt : 

|lor tfje totcbeb approach to butt him. j 

THE MINISTRY OF ANGELS. | 

8PBN8ER. j 

And is there care in Heaven, and is there love j 
In heavenly spirits to these creatures bace, 

That may compassion of their evils move ? I 

There is, — else much more wretched were the cace j 
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Of men than beasts. But, 0 the exceeding 
grace 

Of highest God, that loves His creatures so, 

And all His workes with mercy doth embrace, 
That blessed angels He sends to and fro 
To serve to wicked man, to serve His wicked foe! 

How oft do they their silver bowers leave, 

To come to succour us that succour want ; 

How oft do they with golden pineons cleave 
The flitting Skyes, like flying pursuivant, 
Against foule feendes to aid us militant : 

They for us fight, they watch and dewly ward, 

And their bright squadrons round about us plant, 
And all for love, and nothing for reward : 

0 why should hevenly God to man have such 
regard! 



Het tije enerag &abe no atrbantage ot tint. 

J. s. 

Foe strength and not for fear, 0 Man ! is given 
The upward sense that lifts thy soul to Heaven. 



j. s. 

Thou canst not do the thing thou wouldst, no doubt : 
Could we do all we would, life’s task were out. 
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Het tlje ettemp babe no atrbantage of btm : 
|lor tje totcfcetr approach to hurt hint. 



J. CHANDLER ; FROM ST. AMBROSE. 

O Jestj, Lord of heavenly grace, 

Thou brightness of Thy Father’s face, 

Thou fountain of eternal light, 

Whose beams disperse the shades of night ! 

Come, holy Sun of heavenly love, 

Shower down Thy radiance from above ; 

And to our inward hearts convey 
The Holy Spirit’s cloudless ray. 

And we the Father’s help will claim, 

And sing the Father’s glorious name ; 

His powerful succour we implore, 

That we may stand, to fall no more. 

May He our actions deign to bless, 

And loose the bonds of wickedness ; 

From sudden falls our feet defend, 

And bring us to a prosperous end. 

May faith, deep rooted in the soul, 

Subdue our flesh, our minds controul : 

May guile depart, and discord cease, 

And all within be joy and peace. 






Digitized by Google 





29 



And Christ shall be our daily food, 

Our daily drink His precious blood ; 
And thus the Spirit’s calm excess, 
Shall fill our souls with holiness. 

0 hallowed be the approaching day ! 
Let meekness be our morning ray, 
And faithful love our noon-day light, 
And hope our sunset, calm and bright. 

0 Christ, with each returning morn, 
Thine image to our hearts is borne ; 

0 may we ever clearly see 

Our Saviour and our God in Thee. 



Be unto itm, 0 Hortr, a strong totoer, from tie fact of its 
enemfi. 

PSALM LVII. 

8ANDY8. 

0 Thou from whom all mercy springs, 
Compassionate my sufferings, 

And pity me 
That trust in Thee ! 

0 shelter with Thy shady wings, 
j Until these stormes of woe 

Cleare up, or overblow. 
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Thee I invoke, O Thou most High, 

Thou All-performer ! — from the skie 
Thy angels send ; 

Let them defend 

My soule from him that would destroy : 
O send Thy mercy downe, — 
With Truth Thy promise crowne ! 



0 Hortr, flea r our praters ; Sink let our erg come unto 
Cfjee. 

CHURCH LOCK AND KEY. 

GEORGE HERBERT. 

I know it is my sin which locks Thine ears, 

And binds Thy hands, 

Outcrying my requests, drowning my tears ; — 

Or else the chillness of my faint demands. 

But as cold hands are angry with the fire, 

And mend it still ; 

So I do lay the want of my desire, 

Not on my sins or coldness, but Thy will. 

Yet hear, O God ! only for His blood’s sake, 
Which pleads for me ; 

For though sins plead too, yet like stones they make 
His blood’s sweet current much more loud to be. 
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I 0 Horfc, Sear mv pragers ; flnlr let our erg route unto 
tTfjee. 

THE SUPPLIANT. 

R. C. TRENCH. 

All night the lonely suppliant prayed, 

All night his earnest crying made, 

Till standing by his side at morn, 

The tempter said in bitter scorn, 

“ O peace what profit do you gain 
! From empty words and babblings rain ? 

‘ Come, Lord — 0 come !’ you cry alway l 
You pour your heart out night and day ; 

Yet still no murmur of reply, — 

No voice that answers, ‘ Here am I.* ” 

Then sank that stricken heart in dust, 

That word had withered all its trust ; 

No strength retained it now to pray, 

While Faith and Hope had fled away : 

And ill that mourner now had fared, 

Thus by the tempter’s art ensnared, 

But that at length beside his bed 
His sorrowing angel stood, and said, — 

“ Doth it repent thee of thy love, 

That never now is heard above 
Thy prayer ; that now not any more 
It knocks at Heaven’s gate as before ?” 
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— “ I am cast out — I find no place, 

No hearing at the throne of grace. 

* Come, Lord — 0 come !* I cry alway, 

I pour my heart out night and day, 

Tet never until now have won 
The answer — * Here am I, my son.’ ” 

— “ 0 dull of heart ! enclosed doth lie, 

In each ‘ Come, Lord,’ an ‘ Here am I.* 
Thy love, thy longing, are not thine — 
Eeflections of a love divine : 

Thy very prayer to thee, was given, 

Itself a messenger from Heaven. 

"Whom God rejects, they are not so ; 

Strong bands are round them in their woe ; 
Their hearts are bound with bands of brass, 
That sigh or crying cannot pass. 

All treasures did the Lord impart 
To Pharaoh, save a contrite heart : 

All other gifts unto his foes 
He freely gives, nor grudging knows ; 

But Love’s sweet smart, and costly pain, 

A treasure for his friends remain.” 
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FIRST COLLECT. 

<0 Eortr, loob trohm {root bcaben, bebolb, btStt, 
anb rellebe this Cbp Serbant. iLoob upon bun 
toltb tfje epeS of Cbp merrp, gtbe bint comfort I 
anb sure confiBence In Cbee, Befenb him from the | 
banger of tfie enemp, anb beep bun (n perpetual I 
peace anb Safetp; through JfeSuS Christ our I 
iorB. amen. I 



SECOND COLLECT. I 

Hear uS, aimlgbtp anb most merciful (ffiob | 
anb $ablour ; ejrtenb Cbp accustomeb gooBneSS 
to this Cbp serbant tobo Is grlebcb toltb stcbness. 
$anctlfp,fa]r beseech Cbee, this Cbp fatberlp cor* 
rection to bun ; that tbe sense of Hi toeabneSS 
map abb strength to Hi faith, anb Seriousness I 
to Hi repentance : Cbat, If It shall be Cbp goob I 
pleasure to restore hint to bis former health, be ! 
map leab tbe reStbue of Hi life In Cbp fear, anb I 
to Cbp glurp : or else, gtbe blm grace So to tabe I 
Cbp blsltatlon, that, after tblS painful life enbeb, 
be map Btoell toltb Cbee In life eberlastlng; 
tbrougb JleSuS Christ our iorb. amen. 
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0 ILortr, look fcobm from fjeaben, beboltr, bistt, atrtr reltebe 
this Cbs wrbant. 

GRACE. 

GEOROE HERBERT. 

My stock lies dead, and no increase 
Doth my dull husbandry improve : 

O let Thy graces without cease 

Drop from above. 

If still the sun should hide his face, 

Thy house would but a dungeon prove ; 

Thy works, night’s captives : O let grace 
Drop from above. 

The dew doth every morning fall ; 

And shall the dew outstrip Thy Dove ? 

The dew, for which grass cannot call, 

Drop from above. 

Death is still working like a mole, 

And digs my grave at each remove ; 

Let grace work too, and on my soul 

Drop from above. 

Sin is still hammering my heart 
Unto a hardness void of love ; 

Let suppl’ing grace, to cross his art, 

Drop from above. 
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0 come, for Thou dost know the way ; 

Or if to me Thou wilt not move, 
Remove me where I need not say — 

Drop from above. 



e %ortr, look fcotoit from fieabeit, bejoltr, bistt attir relube 
tfjis Cbs oerbant 

EVENING HYMN. 

FLATMAN. 

Sleep, downy sleep ! come close my eyes, 
Tired with beholding vanities : 

Sweet slumbers, come and chase away 
The toils and follies of the day ; 

On your soft bosom will I lie, 

Forget the world, and learn to die. 

0 Israel’s watchful Shepherd, spread 
Tents of angels round my bed ; 

Let not the spirits of the air 
While I slumber me ensnare ; 

But save Thy suppliant free from harms, 
Clasped in Thine everlasting arms. 

Clouds and thick darkness are Thy throne, 

Thy wonderful pavilion ; 

0 dart from thence a shining ray, 

And then my midnight shall be day. 

D 2 
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Thus when the morn, in crimson drest, 
Breaks through the windows of the east, 
My hymns of thankful praise shall rise 
Like incense at the morning sacrifice. 



<B5ibe tint comfort ank sure confikence in Cf)ee. 
COMFORT. 

ELIZABETH B. BARRETT. 

Speak to mg, O my Saviour, low and sweet, 

From out the hallelujahs, — sweet and low, 

Lest I should fear and fall, and miss Thee so, 
Who art not miss’d where faithful hearts intreat : 
Speak to me, as to Mary at Thy feet ; 

And if no precious gums my hands bestow, 

My tears fall fast, as amber. Let me go 
In reach of Thy divinest voice complete 
With humanest affection, there, in sooth, 

To lose the sense of losing, as a child, 

Its song-bird being lost, fled evermore, 

Is sung to in its stead by mother’s mouth ; 

Till sinking on her breast, love reconciled, 

He sleeps the faster that he wept before. 
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(Kibe Jim comfort and sure confidence in flTJce. 

PSALM XXIII. 

* PSALTER IN ENGLISH VERSE.’ 

My Shepherd is the Lord ; I know 
No care or craving need : 

He lays me where the green herbs grow 
Along the quiet mead : 

He leads me where the waters glide, 

The waters soft and still, 

And homeward He will gently guide 
My wandering heart and will. 

He brings me on the righteous path, 

E’en for His Name’s dear sake. 

What if in vale and shade of Death 
My dreary way I take ? 

I fear no ill, for Thou, O God, 

With me for ever art ; 

Thy shepherd’s staff, Thy guiding rod, 

*Tis they console my heart. 

Por me Thy board is richly spread 
In sight of all my foes, 

Presh oil of Thine embalms my head, 

My cup of grace o’erflows. 
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O nought but love and mercy wait 
Through all my life on me, 

And I within my Father’s gate 
For long bright years shall be. 



IBefotlr Jim from tfje Hanger of tfle ettemg, anH Iteep Jim 
in perpetual peaee anfc oafetg. 

PSALM III. 

MORE THAN CONQUERORS. 

LEWIS WAY. 

0 Lobd ! when troublous billows roll, 

A strange tempestuous sea, 

My foes exclaim against my soul — 

There is no help for thee ! 

Though they be many, Thou, O Lord, 

Art still my sure defence ; 

My glory, Thine eternal Word 
My shield, Omnipotence. 

1 cry to Thee with inward voice, 

And Thou dost hear my call, 

And cause my spirit to rejoice 
, Triumphant o’er them all. 
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I laid me down in peace, and slept, 
Prom every terror free, “ 

In strength renewed, in safety kept ; 
The Lord sustained me. 

He heard me from His holy hill, 

Be gone, ye fears, be gone ! 

The Lord is round about me still, 
The great, the mighty One ! 

Arise and save me, 0 my God ! 

Thy blessing give to me ; 

My foes are fled before Thy rod, 
Salvation is of Thee ! 



Uefcttb fjtm from tfje banger of tfje enema, anb keep fjim 
in perpetual peace anb oafrtg. 

* HYMNS OF THE PRIMITIVE CHURCH.’ 

Thou brightness of Thy Father’s face, 

Thou Sun of heavenly day, 

Thou Christ, whose gracious beams remove 
The soul’s dark shades away; 

The Sun is sunk ; the shadowy night 
Is reigning in his ro<fm ; 

Continue, Lord, Thy saving help, 

And keep us through the gloom. 
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What though our eyes be sunk in sleep, 
To Thee our hearts ascend : 

Do Thou, with Thine Almighty hand, 

Thy loving saints defend. 

What though, by earthly woes oppressed, 
The body wearied lies, 

Yet may our spirit freely wing 
Its passage to the skies. 

O Thou, who art our only hope, 

Thy help we humbly crave ; 

Defend Thy blood-bought people, Lord, 
Whom Jesus died to save. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Holy Ghost, 

All glory be from saints on earth, 

And from the angel-host. 



Jbancttfs, toe tmerij Cfjee, ttw Cfts fcrtfjetlfi correction 
to Jim. 

AFFLICTION. 

(part.) 

GEORGS HERBERT. 

Affliction then is ours. 

We are the trees whom shaking fastens more, 
While blust’ring winds destroy the wanton bowers, 
And ruffle all their dhrious knots and store. 

My God, so temper joy and woe, 

That Thy bright beams may tame Thy bow. 
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$ancttf£, toe fceoeecj (EJee, tjis CJc fatjerls correction 
** to Jim. 

A PRAYER. 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 

Plaitt, Lorde, in me the tree of godly lyfe, 

Hedge me about with Thy strong fence of faith ; 
If Thee it please, use eke Thy pruning-knife, 

Lest that, O Lord ! as a good gardiner saith — 

If suckers draw the sappe from bowes on hie, 
Perhaps in tyme the top of tree may die. 

Let, Lord ! this tree be set within Thy garden-wall 
Of Paradise, where growes no one ill sprig at all. 



$anctif£, toe fceoeecj €f)ee, tji* ©Jc fatjerls correction 
to Jim. 

JOB X. 2. 

E. M. 

0 Thou ! whose gently chastening hand 
In mercy deals the blow, 

Make but Thy servant understand 
! Wherefore Thou lay’st me low ! 

1 ask Thee not the rod to spare, 

I While thus Thy love I see ; 

! But 0 let every suffering bear 
j Some message, Lord, from Thee ! 
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Perhaps an erring wish I knew 
To read my future fate, 

And Thou would’ st say — “ Thy days are few, 
And vain Thy best estate l” 

Perhaps Thy glory seemed my choice, 

Whilst I secured my own, 

And thus my kind Reprover’s voice 
Tells me He works alone ! 

O silence Thou this murmuring will, 

Not bid Thy rough wind stay, 

Till with a furnace hotter still 
My dross is purged away ! 



Jbancttfff, toe fceseecfj ®&ee, tftfe (Efjg fatfjerlg correction 
to fjt’m. 

FRANCIS QUARLES. 

My soul, thy gold is true, but full of dross ; 

Thy Saviour’s breath refines thee with some loss ; 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true ; 

Thou must be melted ere thou’rt cast anew. 



j. s. 

j God only smites, that through the wounds of woe 
j The healing balm He gives may inlier flow ! 
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©bat tfje oeito* of fjte toeaitneoo mas alrlr strength to 
; fait!). 

FROM THS ITALIAN. 

{ WORDSWORTH. 

i 

The prayers I make will then be sweet indeed, 
If Thou the Spirit give by which I pray : 

My unassisted heart is barren clay, 

That of its native self can nothing feed : 
i Of good and pious works Thou art the seed, 
j That quickens only where Thou sayest it may : 
Unless Thou show to us Thine own true way, 

| No man can find it : Father ! Thou must lead. 
Do Thou then breathe those thoughts into my 
mind, 

By which such virtue may in me be bred, 
j That in Thy holy footsteps I may tread ; 

! The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind, 
j That I may have the power to sing of Thee, 

! And sound Thy praises everlastingly. 



Clot the setts* of 1 10 toeaftneofl mas abb strength to %ii 
fattj. 



What man is he that boasts of fleshly might, 
And vaine assurance of mortality, 

Which all so soone as it doth come to fight 
Against spirituall foes, yields by and by, 
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Or from the field© most cowardly doth flie ? 
Ne let the man ascribe it to his skill, 

That thorough grace hath gained victory : 

If any strength we have, it is to ill, 

But all the good is God’s, both powre and eke 
the will. 



BISHOP KEN. 



Submit yourself to God, and you shall find, 
God fights the battles of a will resigned. 



tfl^at tfje nxm o t f)t* toeaftneoo mas alto strength to Qto 
faitf), an* seriouoneo* to (to repentance. 

* HYMNS OF THE PRIMITIVE CHURCH.’ 

O God of our salvation, Lord 
Of wond’rous power and love ! 

May faith, salvation’s holy seed, 

Be sent us from above. 

’Tis faith that gives us strength to fight, 
That we our foes may quell ; 

And with the shield of faith we quench 
The fiery darts of hell. 
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By faith we make our prayers to Thee, 
In that most holy Name, 

On which, for mercy and for peace, 
Hope rests her stedfast claim. 

For that Name’s sake, assist us, Lord, 
To run our heavenward race ; 

And O may no unholy life 
Our holy faith disgrace. 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Be praise and glory given ; 

Who pour into the hearts of men 
True light and heat from heaven. 



CM after tfjfe painful life entie&. fje mas totoell toitfj Cfjee 
in life eberlaating. 

II COR. v. 4. 

Iff health, O Lord ! and prosperous days, 

When worldly wealth or worldly praise, 

When worldly thoughts have filled our heart, 
We would not from the body part ; — 

And then the very thought is loathed, 

That we must be by death unclothed. 

In sickness, sorrow, or in shame, 

We fain would quit this mortal frame ; — 
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But thus to shrink from toil and pain, 

This is not longing for Thy reign ; 

Brought low, we only seek to be 
Unclothed, not clothed upon by Thee. 

O rather help us as we ought 
To feel what Thine Apostle taught, — 

That not for aye we seek to wear 
This form of clay, corruption’s heir, 

Nor yet impatient ask alone 
To be unclothed, but clothed upon ! 

O blessed Lord ! whose merits dress 
Thy saints in robes of righteousness ; 
Through whom for us eternal stands 
That heavenly house not made with hands, — 
When this frail dwelling sets us free, 

Quench Thou in life mortality ! 
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THE EXHORTATION. 

I FIRST PART. 

! Searlp helobeb, hnoto thf*, that aimightp Cob 
, it tfie iorb of life anb beath, anb of all thing* to j 
I them pertaining, a* pouth, strength, health, age, j 
j toeahne**, anb *icfcnr**. OTHberefore, fobat*o» i 
: eber pour *ichne** it, fcnoto pou eertatnlp, that ft | 
it Cob’* fcfet'tatfon. tlnb for fohat cau*e fioeber I 
thi* *fcine** it *ent onto pou ; b>hethrr ft he to | 
trp poor patience for the example of other*, anb i 
| that pour faith map he fonnb in the bap of the | 
j iorb faubahle, glorfou*, anb hononrahle, to the 
inrrea*e of glorp anb enble** felfcitp ; or el*e it 
he *ent unto pon to correct anb amenb in pou 
tohat*oeber both offenb the epe* of pour heabenlp 
father; fcnoto pou certainlp, that if pou trulp 
repent pou of pour *in*, anb hear pour *fcfcne** 

I patfentfp, tru*tfng in Cob’* mercp, for %i* bear 
don 3r*u* Chri*t’* *afce, anb renber unto &fm 
humble thanh* tor Wt fatherlp bi*ftation, *ufx 
mitting pour*elf tofcollp unto ®i* toill, ft *hall 
turn to pour profit, anb help pou fortoarb in the 
right biap that leabeth unto eberla*ting life. 



i 
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©earlg belobeb, fcttoto tbfe, that aimfgljtg (Sob (0 tbe ILorb 
of life anb beatfj. 

THE EVENING-WATCH. 

A DIALOGUE. 

HENRY VAUGHAN. 

J Body. 

Fabewell ! I goe to sleep ; but when 
The day-star springs, I’ll wake agen. 

Soul. 

doe, sleep in peace ; and when thou lyest 
Unnumber’d in thy dust, when all this frame 
Is hut one dramme, and what thou now descriest 
In sev’rall parts shall want a name, 

Then may His peace be with thee, and each dust 
Writ in His book, who ne’er betray’d man’s trust ! 

J Body. 

Amen ! but hark, ere we two stray, 

How many hours, dost think, ’till day ? 

Soul. 

Ah ! go ; thou’rt weak, and sleepie. Heav’n 
Is a plain watch, and without figures winds 
All ages up ; who drew this Circle, even 
He fills it ; Dayes and hours are Blinds. 

Yet this take with thee ; The last gasp of Time 
Is thy first breath, and man’s eternall Prime. 

E 
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&lmfgj}t$ <ffiotr (0 ttie Horfc of life antr treaty, anfc of all 
things to tliem pertaining, as fontj, strength tealtfj, age, 
toeafcnwo, antr siettness. 

1 HICKBS’ DEVOTIONS/ 

Mt God, to Thee ourselves we owe, 

And to Thy bounty all we have ; 

Behold to Thee our praises flow, 

And humbly Thy acceptance crave. 

If we are happy in a friend, 

That very friend ’tis Thou bestow’st, 

His power, his will to help our end, 

Is just so much as Thou allow’st. 

If we enjoy a free estate, 

Our only title is from Thee ; 

Thou madest our lot to bear that rate, 

Which else an empty blank would be. 

If we have health, — that well-tuned ground 
Which gives the music to the rest, — 

It is by Thee our air is sound, 

Our food secured, our physic blest. 

If we have hope one day to view 
The glories of Thy blissful face, 

Each drop of that refreshing dew 

Must fall from Heaven and Thy free grace. 
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Thus then to Thee our praises bow, 
And humbly thy acceptance crave ; 
Since ’tis to Thee ourselves we owe, 
And to Thy bounty all we have. 

Glory to Thee, great God, alone, 
Three Persons in one Deity ; 

As it has been in ages gone, 

May now, and still for ever be. 



Beads telobeh. ftnofao ttjat flhmgfjtg Cob 10 tfje ILortr 
of life anh treaty anh of all tiling* to t$em pertaining. 

E. C. TRENCH. 

Thou cam’st not to thy place by accident, 

It is the very place God meant for thee ; 

And shouldst thou there small scope for action see, 
Do not for this give room to discontent ; 

Nor let the time thou owest to God be spent 
In idly dreaming how thou mightest be, 

In what concerns thy spiritual life, more free 
Prom outward hindrance or impediment : 

For presently this hindrance thou shalt find 
That without which all goodness were a task 
So slight, that Virtue never could grow strong : 
And wouldst thou do one duty to His mind, 

The Imposer’s — over-burdened thou shalt ask, 

And own thy need of grace to help, ere long. 
e 2 
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aimigltp <ffio& is tfje ILotir of lift anti Ireat^, antr of all 
things to tjem pertaining. 

ELIZABETH THOMAS. 

Ah ! strive no more to know what fate 
Is pre-ordained for thee : 

’Tis vain in this thy mortal state, 

For Heaven’s inscrutable decree 
Will only he revealed in vast eternity. 
•Then, 0 my soul, 

Eemember thy celestial birth, 

And live to Heaven while here on earth. 
Thy God is infinitely true, 

All Justice, yet all Mercy too : 

To Him then, through thy Saviour, pray 
For grace to guide thee on thy way, 

And give thee will to do. 

But humbly, for the rest, my soul, 

Let Hope and Faith the limits he 
Of thy presumptuous curiosity ! 



fllmtgfjtg <Bo& is tfje Eorfr of life axits treat®, ank of all 
tfitngo to tfiem pertaining. 



FROM THE ABABIC. 



ELEGIAC POEMS. 

I. 

Despair not in the vale of woe, 

Where many joys from suffering flow. 
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ii. 

Oft breathes Simoom, and close behind 
A breath of God doth softly blow. 

m. 

Clouds threaten— but a ray of light, 
And not of lightning, falls below. 



IT. 

How many winters o’er thy head 
Have past — yet bald it does not show. 



y. 

Thy branches are not bare — and yet 
What storms have shook them to and fro. 



VI. 

To thee has time brought many joys, 
If many it has bid to go ; 



VII. 

And seasoned has with bitterness 
Thy cup, that flat it should not grow. 



vra. 

Trust in that veiled hand, which leads 
None by the path that he would go ; 

IX. 

And always be for change prepared, 
For the world’s law is ebb and flow. 
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x. 

Stand fast in suffering, until He 
Who called it, shall dismiss also ; 

XI. 

And from the Lord all good expect, 
Who many mercies strews below, 

UL 

Who in life’s narrow garden-strip 
Has bid delights unnumbered blow. 



almighty ©oh is tie tLorfc o t life snlr heat), aab if all 
things to them pertaining. 

SUPPORT UNDER AFFLICTION. 

WORDSWORTH. 

One adequate support 
; For the calamities of mortal life 
( Exists, one only ; — an assured belief 
That the procession of our fate, howe’er 
; Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being 
j Of infinite benevolence and power ; 

Whose everlasting purposes embrace 
All accidents, converting them to good. 

— The darts of anguish^ not, where the seat 
Of suffering hath been throughly fortified 
By acquiescence in the Will Supreme, 
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1 For time and for Eternity ; by faith, 

Faith absolute in Q-od, including hope, 

And the defence that lies in boundless love 
Of His perfections ; with habitual dread 
Of aught unworthily conceived ; endured 
Impatiently ; ill-done, or left undone, 

To the dishonour of His holy Name. — 

| Soul of our souls, and safeguard of the world ! 

Sustain, Thou only canst, the sick of heart, 

\ Eestore their languid spirits, and recal 
Their lost affections unto Thee and Thine ! 



aimigfjts <25oty is tlje Eork of life anfc beat!), auk of all 
things to t|jem pertaining. 

THE ORDER OF PROVIDENCE. 

SPENSER. 

“ Oe things unseene, how canst thou deeme aright,” 
Then answered the righteous Artegall, — 

“ Sith thou misdeem’ st so much of things in sight P 
What though the sea with waves continuall 
Doe eat the earth, it is no more at all ; 

Ne is the earth the lesse, or loseth aught ; 

For whatsoever from one place doth fall, 

Is with the tide unto another brought ; 

For there is nothing lost that may be found if 
sought. 
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Likewise the earth is not augmented more 
By all that dying into it doe fade. 

For of the earth they formed were of yore ; 

However gay their blossome or their blade 
Doe flourish now, they into dust shall Tide : 

What wrong then is it if that when they die 
They tnrne to that whereof they first were made ? 

All in the powre of their great Maker lie ; 

All creatures most obey the voice of the Most 
High. 

They live, they die, like as He doth ordaine, 

Ne ever any asketh reason why : I 

The hils doe not the lowly dales disdaine ; 

The dales doe not the lofty hils envy. 

He maketh kings to sit in sovereinty ; 

He maketh subjects to their powre obey: i 

He pulleth downe, He setteth up on high ; : 

He gives to this, from that He takes away ; I 

For all we have is His : what He list doe, He may. 

Whatever thing is done, by Him is done, 

Ne any may His mighty will withstand ; 

Ne any may His sovereine power shun, 

Ne loose that He hath bound with steadfast band. 

In vaine therefore dost thou now take in hand 
To call to count, or weigh His workes anew. 

Whose counsel’s depth thou canst not understand, 
Sith of things subject to thy daily view, 

Thou dost not know the causes nor their courses 
dew. 
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For take thy baUaunce, if thou be so wise, 

And weigh thewinde that under heaven doth blow; 
Or weigh the light that in the east doth rise ; 

Or weigh the thought that from man’s mind doth 
flow : 

But if the weight of these thou canst not show, 
Weigh but one word which from thy lips doth fall: 
For how canst thou those greater secrets know, 
That dost not know the least thing of them all ? 

Ill* can he rule the great that cannot reach the small.” 



aimtfifitg (Sob to tie Eorb of life antr treat!). 
BREVITY OF LIFE. 

FRANCIS QUARLES. 

Behold 

How short a span 
Was long enough of old, 
i To measure out the life of man ! 

In those well-tempered days, his life was then 
Surveyed, cast up, and found but threescore years 
and ten. 

Alas ! 

And what is that P 
They come, and slide, and pass, 

I Before my pen can tell thee what ; 

The posts of time are swift, which having run 
Their seven short stages o’er, their short-lived task 
is done. 



I 
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Our days ] 

Begun, we lend j 

To sleep, to antic plays j 

And toys, until the first stage end : j 

Twelve waning moons, twice five times told we give 
To unrecovered loss, — we rather breathe than live, j 

We spend 
A ten years’ breath 
Before we apprehend 
What *tis to live, or fear a death : 

Our childish dreams are filled with painted joys, 
Which please our sense awhile, and waking prove , 
but toys. 

How vain, 

How wretched is 
Poor man, that doth remain 
A slave to such a state as this ! 

His days are short at longest, few at most, j 
They are but bad at best; yet lavished out, or 
lost. 



They be 

The secret springs, 

That make our minutes flee 
On wheels more swift than eagles’ wings : 

Our life’s a clock, and every gasp of breath 
Breathes forth a warning grief, till Time shall 
strike a death. 
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How soon 
Oup new-born light 
Attains to full-aged noon ! 
And this how soon to grey-haired 
We spring, we bud, we blossom, and 
Ere we can count our days, our days 
fast. 



night! 
we blast, 
they flee so 



They end 

When scarce begun ; 

And ere we apprehend 
That we begin to live, our life is done ; 

Man, count thy days, and if they fly too fast 
For thy dull thoughts to count, count every day 
thy last ! 



Itnoto sou certainty, tftat it is Gob's bisitation. 
ACTS XVII. 27. 

J. S. MONSELL. 

Thou art near, — yes, Lord, I feel it, 

Thou art near where’er I move, 

And though sense would fain conceal it, 
Faith oft whispers it to love. 

Thou art near, — O what a terror 
To the soul that loves Thee not ! 

Thou art near to mark each error, 

Where it cannot be forgot. 
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Thou art near, — O what a blessing { 

) To the souls Thy love hath blest j 
Souls, Thy daily care confessing, f 
) Daily by their God confessed, f 

Why should I despond or tremble 
When Jehovah stoops to cheer ? 
But O far rather, why dissemble 
When Omniscience is near ? 

Am I weak ? Thine arm will lead me 
Safe through every danger, Lord : 
Am I Vi hungry ? Thou wilt feed me 
With the manna of Thy Word. 

Am I thirsting ? Thou wilt guide me 
Where refreshing waters flow ; 
Faint or feeble, Thou’lt provide me 
Grace for every want I know. 

Am I fearful ? Thou wilt take me 
j Underneath Thy wings, my God ! 

• Am I faithless ? Thou wilt make me 
) Bow beneath Thy chastening rod. 

( Am I drooping ? Thou art near me, 
j Near to bear me on my way : 

Am I pleading ? Thou wilt hear me, 
j Hear and answer when I pray. 
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Then, O my soul, since God doth love thee, 
Faint not, droop not, do not fear ; 

For though His Heaven is high above thee, 
He Himself is ever near ! 

Near to watch thy wayward spirit, 
Sometimes cold and careless grown ; 

But likewise near with grace and merit, 

All thy Saviour’s, thence thine own. 



SlffiNjatoorber sour to, knots sou certainty, tfjat 

it is ffiob ’0 bi0ttatton. 

DIVERS PROVIDENCES. 

WITHER. 

^When all the year our fields are fresh and green, 

1 And while sweet showers and sunshine every day, 
As oft as need requireth, come between 

The heavens and earth, they heedless pass away. 
The fulness and continuance of a blessing 
Doth make us to be senseless of the good ; 

And if sometimes it fly Hot our possessing, 

The sweetness of it is not understood. 

Had we no winter, summer would be thought 
Not half so pleasing ; and if tempests were not, 
Such comforts by a calm could not be brought ; 
For things save by their opposites appear not. 
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Both health and wealth are tasteless unto some, 
And so is ease and every other pleasure ; 

Till poor, or sick, or grieved they become, 

And then they relish these in ampler measure. 
God, therefore, full as kind as He is wise, 

So tempereth all the favours He will do us, 

That we His bounties may the better prize, 

And make His chastisements less bitter to us. 
One while, a scorching indignation burns 
The flowers and blossoms of our hope away, 
"Which into scarcity our plenty turns, 

And changeth new-mown grass to parched hay ; 
Anon, His fruitful showers and pleasing dews 
Commixed with cheerful rays, He sendeth down, 
And then the barren earth her crops renews, 
Which with rich harvests hills and valleys crown; 
For as, to relish joys, He sorrow sends, 

So comfort on temptation still attends./ 






Stnoto sou certainty, tfjat it is <Bolr*s hesitation. 
THE WALL-FLOWER. 

H. F. LTTE. 

Why loves my flower, so high reclined 
TJpon these walls of barren gloom, 

To waste her sweetness on the wind, 

And far from every eye to bloom ? 
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Why joy to twine with golden braid 
This ruined rampart’s aged head, 

Proud to expose her gentle form, 

And swing her bright locks in the storm ? 

That lonely spot is bleak and hoar, 

Where prints my flower her fragrant kiss ; 
Yet sorrow hangs not fonder o’er 
The ruins of her faded bliss. 

And wherefore will she thus inweave 
The owl’s lone couch, and feel at eve 
The wild bat o’er her blossoms fling, 

And strike them down with heedless wing ? 

Thus, gazing on the loftiest tower 
Of ruined Poke at eventide, 

The Muse addressed a lonely flower 
That bloomed above in summer pride. 

The Muse’s eye, the Muse’s ear, 

Can more than others see and hear : 

The breeze of evening murmured by, 

And gave, she deemed, this faint reply : 

“ On this lone tower, so wild and drear, 

’Mid storms and clouds I love to lie, 
Because I find a freedom here 

Which prouder haunts could ne’er supply. 
Safe on these walls I sit, and stem 
The dements that conquered them ; 

And high o’er reach of plundering foe 
Smile on an anxious world below. 



Digitized by Google 





64 



“ Though envied place I may not claim 
On warrior’s crest, or lady’s hair ; 
Though tongue may never speak my name, 
Nor eye behold and own me fair ; 

To Him, who tends me from the sky, 

I spread my beauties here on high, 

And bid the winds to waft above 
My incense to His throne of love. 

“ And though in hermit solitude, 

Aloft and wild, my home I choose, 

On the rock’s bosom pillowed rude, 

And nurtured by the falling dews ; 

Yet duly with the opening year 
I hang my golden mantle here. 

A child of God’s I am, and He 
Sustains, and clothes, and shelters me. 

“ Nor deem my state without its bliss : 
Mine is the first young smile of day ; 
Min e the light zephyr’s earliest kiss ; 

And mine the skylark’s matin lay. 

These are my joys : with these on high 
In peace I hope to live and die, 

And drink the dew, and scent the breeze, 
As blithe a flower as Flora sees.” 

Bloom on, sweet moralist ! Be thine 
The softest shower, the brightest sun ! 
Long o’er a world of error shine, 

And teach them what to seek and shun ! 
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Bloom on, and show the simple glee 
That dwells with those who dwell like thee ; 
.From noise, and glare, and folly driven, 

To thought, retirement, peace, and Heaven. 

Show them, in thine, the Christian’s lot, 

So dark and drear in worldly eyes ; 

And yet he would exchange it not 
For all they most pursue and prize. 

From meaner cares and trammels free, 

He soars above the world, like thee ; 

And, fed and nurtured from above, 

Betums the debt in grateful love. 

Frail, like thyself, fair flower, is he, 

And beat by every storm and shower ; 

Yet on a Rock he stands, like thee, 

And braves the tempest’s wildest power. 
And there he blooms, and gathers still 
A good from every seeming ill ; 

And, pleased with what his lot has given, 

He lives to God, and looks to Heaven. 



Swim through the waves of Time, and ne’er despair, 
j But lift thy head, and breathe eternal air. 



F ■ 

I 
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Sflajateoeber sour sickness is, knoto sou certainty, that it 
to ©oks bisitation. 

SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Ephesians hi. 13 . 

j. KEBLE. 

Wish not, dear friends, my pain away — 
Wish me a wise and thankful heart, 

With God, in all my griefs to stay, 

Nor from His loved correction start. 

The dearest offering He can crave 
His portion in our souls to prove, 

What is it to the gift He gave, 

The only Son of His dear love ? 

But we, like vexed unquiet sprights, 

Will still be hovering o’er the tomb, 

Where buried lie our vain delights, 

Nor sweetly take a sinner’s doom. 

In Life’s long sickness evermore 

Our thoughts are tossing to and fro : 

We change our posture o’er and o’er, 

But cannot rest, nor cheat our woe. 
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Were it not better to lie still, 

Let Him strike home and bless the rod, 
Never so safe as when our will 

Tields undiscerned by all but Hod ? 

Thy precious things, whate’er they be 
That haunt and vex thee, heart and brain, 
Look to the Cross, and thou shalt see 
How thou mayest turn them all to gain. 

Lovest thou praise ? the Cross is shame : 

Or ease ? the Cross is bitter grief : 

More pains than tongue or heart can frame 
Were suffered there without relief. 

We of that altar would partake, 

But cannot quit the cost — no throne 
Is ours, to leave for Thy dear sake— 

We cannot do as Thou hast done. 

We cannot part with Heaven for Thee — 
Yet guide us in Thy track of love : 

Let us gaze on where light should be, 
Though not a beam the clouds remove. 

So wanderers ever fond and true 
Look homeward through the evening sky, 

| Without a streak of Heaven’s soft blue 
To aid Affection’s dreaming eye. 

f 2 
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The wanderer seeks his native bower, 
And we will look and long for Thee, 
And thank Thee for each trying hour, 
Wishing, not struggling, to be free. 



CTfjat sour faitf) mas fc founk in tfje trag of tfje llortr 
Iautrablr. glorious, artk honourable, to the increase of glors 
antr enkless felicits* 

DRUMMOND. 

Jerusalem ! that place divine, 

The vision of sweet peace is named, 

In Heaven her glorious turrets shine, 

Her walls of living stones are framed ; 

While angels guard her on each side, 

Fit company for such a bride. 

She, decked in new attire, from Heaven 
Her wedding chamber, now descends ; 

Prepared in marriage to be given 
To Christ, on whom her joy depends. 

Her walls, wherewith she is enclosed, 

And streets are of pure gold composed. 

The gates, adorned with pearls most bright, 

The way to hidden glory show ; 

And thither, by the blessed might 
Of faith in Jesus’ merits go 
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All those who are on earth distressed, 
Because they have Christ’s name professed. 

I These stones the workmen dress and beat, 
Before they throughly polished are ; 

Then each is in his proper seat 
Established by the builder’s care, 

In this fair frame to stand for ever, 

So joined that them no force can sever. 

To God who sits in highest seat, 

Glory and power given be, 

To Father, Son, and Paraclete, 

Who reign in equal dignity ; 

Whose boundless power we still adore, 
j And sing their praise for evermore. 

i 

i 



Cfjat sour faitfj mas ** founfc tn tfje has of tfje Horh 
latttaMe, glorious, attfc Honourable. 

PSALM LXXXIV. 

H. F. LYTE. 

Pleasant are Thy courts above, 

In the land of light and love ; 

Pleasant are Thy courts below, 

In this land of sin and woe. 
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O, my spirit longs and faints 
For the converse of Thy saints, 

For the brightness of Thy face, 

King of Glory, God of grace ! 

Happy birds, that sing and fly 
Bound Thy altars, O most High ! 
Happier souls, that find a rest 
In a Heavenly Father’s breast ! 

Like the wandering dove that found 
No repose on earth around, 

They can to their ark repair, 

And enjoy it ever there. 

Happy souls ! their praises flow 
Ever in this vale of woe ; 

Waters in the desert rise, 

Manna feeds them from the skies ; 

On they go from strength to strength, 
Till they reach Thy throne at length, 
At Thy feet adoring fall, 

Who hast led them safe through all. 

Lord, be mine this prize to win ; 

Guide me through a world of sin ; 
Keep me by Thy saving grace ; 

Give me at Thy side a place. 

Sun and shield alike Thou art ; 

Guide and guard my erring heart ; 
Grace and glory flow from Thee ; 
Shower, 0 shower them, Lord, on me ! 
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CJat sour faitfj mas fce fount! in tf>e Iras of tfie ILorlr 
laufcable, glorious, anti Honourable. 

FAITH IN PERIL. 

J. 8. 

This outward life, with all its busy forms, 

Whirling like flakes of snow in alpine storms, 
Confuses, chills, and in a shifting grave 
Entombs the spirit that the Eternal gave. 

Yet look through these to Him, undaunted strive, 
Through drift and darkness, saving Faith alive, 

And He will be beside thee still, — uphold, 
Enlighten, cheer, with Love and Hope make bold, 
And in worst hours of fear, before His eye 
The mountain-ice, and gulfs of snow shall fly ; 

Thou on His rock shalt stand secure, and raise 
Thy wings towards Heaven, and hear its songs of 
praise. 



CJat sour fattfj mas Ire fount! in tfje trag of tfje ILorlr 
lautrafile, glorious, antr Honourable. 

SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 

Bise, O my soul, with thy desires to Heaven, 

And with divinest contemplation use 
Thy Time, where Time’s eternity is given, 

And let vain thoughts no morethy thoughts abuse : 
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| But down in darkness let them lie, 
j So live thy better, let thy worse thoughts die. 

j And thou, my soul, inspired with holy flame, 

View and review with most regardful eye 
l That holy Cross whence thy salvation came, 

! On which thy Saviour, and thy sin did die : 

I For in that sacred object is much pleasure, 

I And in that paviour is my life, my treasure. 

I 

j To Thee (O Jesu) I direct my eye, 

1 To Thee my hands, to Thee my humble knees, 

| To Thee my heart shall offer sacrifice, 

To Thee my thoughts, who my thoughts only 
sees: 

To Thee myself, myself and all I give ; 

I To Thee I die, to Thee I only live. 



Co correct atrtr ametrtr in sou tofjataoeber trot# offettk tfje 
cjjco of sour fteabenls Jfatfjer. 

PRAYER ANSWERED BY CROSSES. 

J. NEWTON. 

I asked the Lord that I might grow 
In faith, and love, and every grace ; 

Might more of His salvation know, 

And seek more earnestly His face. 

I 

I 



Digitized by Google 




73 



’Twas He who taught me thus to pray, 

And He, I trust, has answered prayer ; 

But it has been in such a way 
As almost drove me to despair. 

I hoped that in some favoured hour 
At once He’d answer my request ; 

And by His love’s constraining power 
Subdue my sins, and give me rest. 

Instead of this He made me feel 
The hidden evils of my heart ; 

And let the angry powers of hell 
Assault my soul in every part. 

Tea, more, with His own hand He seemed 
Intent to aggravate my woe ; 

Crossed all the fair designs I schemed, 
Blasted my gourds, and laid them low. 

“Lord, why is this,” I trembling cried, 

“ Wilt Thou pursue Thy worm to death ? ” 

“ ’Tis in this way,” the Lord replied, 

“ I answer prayer for grace and faith. 

“ These inward trials I employ 
From self and pride to set thee free ; 

And break thy schemes of earthly joy, 

That thou mayest seek thy all in Me.” 
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Co correct onto amentr in sou tofjateoeber trotij offenb tfje 
eses of sour fteabeitls Jfatjer. 

JEREMIAH X. 24. 



* S. WILBERFORCE. 

Not all at once, not in Thy wrath, O Lord, > 

Break Thou these stubborn hearts of ours, we 
pray! 

Not all at once, — for we are weak, and they 
Draw trembling back from that Thy fiery sword. 

But as a tender mother day by day 
Weans the weak babe she loves, lest it should pine, 

So wean us, Lord — so make us wholly Thine, 

Lest in our feebleness we start away I 

From Thy loved chastening : for we could not bear 
The sudden vision of ourselves and Thee, 

Or learn at once how vain our bright hopes be. 

Then be our earthly weakness, Lord, Thy care, 

And e’en in wounding heal — in breaking spare. 
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Co comet antr ararntr fit sou tofiatsoeber hot!) offmtr tjc 
cseo of sour ftcabrnlg jfatfier. 

HYMN. 

THE THIRD DAY OP CREATION. 

(PART.) 

T. WHYTEBKAD. 

Thou spakest ; and the waters roll’d 
Back from the earth away, 

They fled, by Thy strong voice control? d, 

Till Thou didst bid them stay : 

Then did that rushing mighty ocean 
Like a tame creature cease its motion, 

Nor dared to pass where’er Thy hand 
Had fixed its bound of slender sand. 

And freshly risen from out the deep 
The land lay tranquil now, 

Like a new-christened child asleep, 

With the dew upon its brow : 

As when in after time the Earth 
Bose from her second watery birth, 

In pure baptismal garments drest, 

And calmly waiting to be blest. 

Again Thou spakest, Lord of power, 

And straight the land was seen 
All clad with tree, and herb, and flower, 

A robe of lustrous green : 
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Like souls wherein the hidden strength 
Of their new-birth is waked at length, 
When, robed in holiness, they tell 
What might did in those waters dwell. 

Lord, o’er the waters of my soul 
The word of power be said ; 

Its thoughts and passions bid Thou roll 
Each in its channell’d bed ; 

Till that in peaceful order flowing, 

They time their glad obedient going 
To Thy commands, whose voice to-day 
Bade the tumultuous floods obey. 

Eor restless as the moaning sea, 

The wild and wayward will 
Erom side to side is wearily 
Changing and tossing still ; 

But sway’d by Thee, *tis like the river 
That down its green banks flows for ever, 
And, calm and constant, tells to all 
The blessedness of such sweet thrall. 

Then in my heart, Spirit of Might, 
Awake the life within, 

And bid a spring-tide calm and bright, 

Of holiness begin : 

So let it lie with Heaven’s grace 
Eull shining on its quiet face, 

Like the young Earth in peace profound, 
Amid th’ assuaged waters round. 
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(To correct antr ametrtr in sou to Jatsoebcr trot® offcnir tfje 
cfico of gour p^cabrnlg atljer. 

AFFLICTION. 

1 HENRY VAUGHAN. 

j Peace, peace ; It is not so. Thou dost miscall 
! Thy Physick ; Pills that change 

Thy sick Accessions into settled health, 

This is the great Elixir that turns gall 

• To wine and sweetness, Poverty to wealth, 

And brings man home, when he doth range. 
Did not He, who ordain’d the day, 

Ordain night too ? 

And in the greater world display 
What in the lesser He would do ? 

• All flesh is Clay, thou know’st ; and but that God 

| Doth use His rod, 

| And by a fruitfull Change of frosts and showres 
- Cherish and bind thy pow'rs, 

! Thou wouldst to weeds and thistles quite disperse, 

| And be more wild than is thy verse. 

| Sickness is wholesome, Crosses are but curbs 
| To check the mule, unruly man ; 

i They are heaven’s husbandry, the famous fan, 

I Purging the floor which Chaff disturbs. 

1 Were all the year one constant Sun-shine, wee 
Should have no flowres ; 

All would be drought and leanness ; not a tree 
Would make us bowres. 
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Beauty consists in colours ; and that’s best 
Which is not fixt, but flies and flowes. 

The settled Bed is dull, and whites that rest 
Something of sickness would disclose. 
Vicissitude plaies all the game ; 

Nothing that stirrs, 

Or hath a name, 

But waits upon this wheel ; 
Kingdomes too have their Physick, and for steel 
Exchange their peace and furrs. 
Thus doth God Key disorder’d man, 
which none else can, 

Tuning his brest to i^ise or fall ; 

And by a sacred, needfull art 
Like strings, stretch ev’ry part 
Making the whole most Musicall. 



Keirtrer unto &tm Jumble tjanfcs for $i's fatfjerlg hesitation, 
submitting gourself tofjollg unto ftts Haiti. 

THE LENT JEWELS. 

A JEWISH TALE. 

ELEGIAC POEMS. 

In schools of wisdom all the day was spent : 

His steps at eve the Rabbi homeward bent, 

With homeward thoughts which dwelt upon the 
wife 

And two fair children who consoled his life. 
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She, meeting at the threshold, led him in, 

And with these words, preventing, did begin : 

“ Ever rejoicing at your wished return, 

Tet do I most so now : for since this morn 
I have been much perplexed and sorely tried 
Upon one point, which you shall now decide. 

Some years ago, a friend into my care ! 

Some jewels gave, rich, precious gems they were ; 
But having given them in my charge, this friend 
Bid afterward nor come for them, nor send, | 
But left them in my keeping for so long, 

That now it almost seems to me a wrong 
That he should suddenly arrive to-day, 

To take those jewels, which he left, away. 

What think you? Shall I freely yield them 
back, 

And with no murmuring ? — so henceforth to lack 
Those gems myself, which T had learned to see 
Almost as mine for ever, mine in fee.” 

“ What question can be here ? — Tour ow T n true 
heart 

Must needs advise you of the only part. 

That may be claimed again which was but lent, 
And should be yielded with no discontent : 

Nor surely can we find herein a wrong, 

That it was left us to enjoy it long.” 

“ Onod is the word,” she answered ; “ may we now 
And evermore that it is good allow !” 
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And rising, to an inner chamber led, 

And there she showed him, stretched upon one 
bed 

Two children pale, — and he the jewels knew, 
Which God had lent him and resumed anew. 



Kentrer unto &tm Jumble tijanfts for fatfjerlg 
hesitation. 

COUPLETS. 

R. C. TRENCH. | 

Guest in a ruinous hut, thou loathest to depart : 
Were thine a finer house, ’twould prove a bitterer 
smart. j 

God’s dealings still are love — His chastenings are i 

alone 

Love now compelled to take an altered louder tone. 

\ When thou hast thanked thy God for every blessing) 

| sent, ( 

What time will then remain for murmurs or lament ?) 

j 

Their windows and their doors some close — and 
murmuring say, } 

The light of heaven ne’er sought into my house a 
way. | 
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God often would enrich, but finds not where to 
; place 

j His treasure, nor in hand nor heart a vacant space. 

I The oyster sickens while the pearl doth substance 
I win: 

I Thank God for pains that prove a noble growth 
j within. 

j Some are resign’d to go, — might we such grace 
j attain, 

j That we should need our resignation to remain. 

I God’s loudest threatenings speak of love and ten- 
j derest care, 

; For who, that wished his blow to light, would say, 
i Beware? 

J What is our work when God a blessing would im- 
! part ? 

» To bring the empty vessel of a needy heart. 

J Till life is coming back, our death we do not feel, 
j Light must be entering in, our darkness to reveal. 

I HI fares the child of heaven who will not entertain 
! On earth the stranger’s grief, the exile’s sense of 
pain. 

Acknowledge present good, or thou wilt need to 
learn, — 

And by its loss, thy good, thy mercies to discern. 

G 
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Ashes and dust thou art — allow it so to be, 

And from that moment forth it is not true for thee. 

To see the face of God, this makes the joy of 
heaven ; 

The purer then the eye, the more joy will be given. 

When God afflicts thee, think He hews a rugged 
stone, 

Which must be shaped, or else aside as useless 
thrown. 

! ’Tis ill with man when this is all he cares to know 
• Of his own self, to wit, his vileness and his woe. 

God loves to work in wax, not marble — let Him 
find 

When He would mould thine heart, material to His 
j mind. 

§•' „ •'?; ■ 

Wouldst thou abolish quite strongholds of self and 
sin ? 

Fear can but make the breach for Love to enter in. 

To cure thee of thy pride, that deepest seated ill, 
God humbled His Own Self — wilt thou thy pride 
keep still ? 

He knew, who healed our wounds, we quickly 
should be fain 

Our old hurts to forget — so let the scars remain. 



Digitized by Google 




83 



Why win we not at once what we in prayer require ? 
That we may learn great things as greatly to desire. 

One furnace many times the good and bad will hold : 
Yet what consumes the chaff will only cleanse the 
gold. 



ICnttrer unto &tm Jumble ttjanfts for fetJetljj 
bwttation. 

AUBREY DE VERB. 

Couth? each affliction, whether light or grave, 

God’s messenger sent down to thee. Do thou 
With courtesy receive him : rise and bow : 

And, ere his shadow pass thy threshold, crave 
Permission first his heavenly feet to lave, 

Then lay before him all thou hast. Allow 
No cloud of passion to usurp thy brow, 

Or mar thy hospitality, no wave 

Of mortal tumult to obliterate 

Thy soul’s marmoreal calmness. Grief should be 

Like joy, majestic, equable, sedate, 

Confirming, cleansing, raising, making free : . 
Strong to consume small troubles ; to commend 
Great thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts lasting to 
the end. 

G 2 
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Kenfrer unto Rim fjumtiTe tjanka for Rts fatfjerlg 
fefeitatum. 

THOUGHTS IN AFFLICTION. 

* E. M. 

0 Thoit, my kind chastising God, 

Help me to own Thy sway ; 

Teach me to bend beneath Thy rod, 

And cast my pride away. 

Have I then wished, (presumptuous thought !) 

The weight of sorrow less, 

Or e’er with earthly weapons fought 
Against my deep distress ? — 

Teach me with meek submissive awe 
To own Thy sovereign will, 

E’en from Thy rod my comforts draw, 

And weep, but thank Thee still. 

And 0, if those, once sent by Thee 
To soothe the bitter tear, 

Now seem Thy messengers to be 
Of judgments more severe, — 

Let me Thy ruling hand discern, 

Thy voice of mercy know, 

And from Thy gentle teaching learn 
To seek no bliss below. 
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A mourner through this gloomy vale 
’Tis meet Thy child should go, 

Until Thy mighty hand prevail 
To conquer every foe. 

For Thou hast said, an hour should come 
When, at Thy high behest, 

Earth shall prepare Thy saints a home, 
And Thou amidst them rest ! 



neither unto ftint humble tfjanfcs for &t* fatfjerlg 
btsrtation. 

FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

FROM THE EPISTLE. 

J. MOULTRIE. 

Eejoice in Christ alway — 

When earth looks heavenly bright, 

When joy makes glad the livelong day, 

And peace shuts in the night. 

Eejoice, when care and woe 
The fainting soul oppress, — 

When tears at wakeful midnight flow, 

And morn brings heaviness. 

Eejoice, when festal boughs 
Our winter walls adorn, 

And Christians greet, with hymns and vows, 
The Saviour’s natal morn. 



Digitized by Goo< * 




86 



Rejoice when mourning weeds 
The widowed Church doth wear, 

In memory of her Lord who bleeds, 

While Christians fast to prayer. 

Rejoice in hope and fear, — 

Rejoice in life and death, — 

Rejoice, when threatening storms are near, 

And comfort languisheth. 

When should not they rejoice 
Whom Christ His brethren calls — 

Who hear and know His guiding voice 
When on their hearts it falls ? 

Yet not to rash excess 

Let joy like ours prevail ; — 

Feast not on earth’s deliciousness, 

Till faith begin to fail. 

Our temperate use of bliss — 

Let it to all appear ; 

And be our constant watchword this — 

“ The Lord Himself is near ! ” 

Take anxious care for nought, — j 

To God your wants make known, 

And soar, on wings of heavenly thought, 

Toward His eternal throne. i 

So, though our path is steep, j 

And many a tempest lours, j 

Shall His own peace our spirits keep, j 

And Christ’s dear love be ours. j 




:ed by CjOO^Ic 



87 



Submitting gourself tebollfi unto ftw toilL 

* THE CHILD’S CHRISTIAN YEAR.’ 



♦ I. 

' 0 Lobd ! how happy should we be 
If we could cast our care on Thee, I 
If we from self could rest ; 

And feel at heart that One above 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love, , 
Is working for the best. I 

n. 

. How far from this our daily life ! ^ 
Ever disturbed by anxious strife, ( 

; By sudden wild alarms ; 

0 could we hut relinquish all 
Our earthly props, and simply fall 
On Thy Almighty arms ! ! 



in. 

) Could we but kneel, and cast our load,' 
| E’en while we pray, upon our God, ; 
t Then rise with lightened cheer ; < 

I Sure that the Father, who is nigh 
\ To still the famish’d ravens’ cry, j 
' Will hear, in that we fear. 
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IV. 



We cannot trust Him as we should, \ 
So chafes fallen nature’s restless mood \ 
To cast its peace away ; ^ 

Yet birds and flowrets round us preach 
All, all the present evil teach ( 

Sufficient for the day. I 



Y. 

Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours \ 
Such lesson learn from birds and flowers,) 
Make them from self to cease ; 

Leave all things to a Father’s will, 

And taste, before Him lying still, 

E’en in affliction, peace. 



girimttttfng gotimlf tofjollfi unto tot’ll. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 

0 Thou ! whose wise paternal love 
Hath brought my active spirit down— 

Thy will I thankfully approve ; 

And, prostrate at Thy gracious Throne, 

1 offer up my life’s remains, 

I choose the state my God ordains. 



Digitized by Google 




89 



Cast as a broken vessel by, 

Thy work I can no longer do ; 

But while a daily death I die, 

Thy power I may in weakness show. 
My patience may Thy glory raise, 

My speechless woe proclaim Thy praise. 

But since, without Tby Spirit’s might, 
Thou know’st I nothing can endure, 
The aid I ask in Jesu’s right — 

The strength He did for me procure — 
Bather, abundantly impart, 

And arm with love my feeble heart. 

0 may I live of Thee possess’d 
In weakness, weariness, and pain ; 

The anguish of my throbbing breast, 

The daily cross, may I sustain, 

Bor Him who languished on the tree, 
But lived, before He died, for me. 



Sutmittfog gourself tofjollg unto $10 hull 

COWFER. 

0 Loud, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort, to Thy will, 

And make Thy pleasure mine. 
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Why should I shrink at Thy command, 
Whose love forbids my fears ; 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears ? 

No, let me rather freely yield 
What most I prize to Thee ; 

Who never hast a good withheld, 

Or wilt withhold from me. 

Thy favour all my journey through, 
Thou hast engaged to grant ; 

What else I want, or think I do, 

’Tis better still to want. 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way ; 
Shall I resist them both ? 

The poor blind creature of a day, 

And crushed before the moth ! 

But ah ! my inward spirit cries — 

Still bind me to Thy sway ; 

Else the next cloud that veils my skies, 
Drives all these thoughts away. 
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$u!muttm0 gouraelf tofjollg unto to (II. 

• SUBMISSION. 

(part.) 

BISHOP KEN. 

Like Thy blest self, Lord, teach me to submit 
To all my Heavenly Father shall think fit : 

To yield the full subjection of a son, 

Pray — “ Father, not my will, but Thine, be done.” 
He ever lives, unviolenced by ill, 

Who, to his God devoted, has no will. 

Since Thou my Father art, O God, I right 
Claim in Thy boundless goodness, wisdom, might : 
Thy wisdom will my soul in doubts direct ; 

Thy might will in calamities protect ; 

Thy goodness ne’er will causelessly afflict ; 

With all the three I’ll keep an union strict : 
They’ll me proportion what for me is best, 

In their disposal, I’ll entirely rest. 

I unto Thee refund my borrowed mind, 

To centre in Thee by a will resigned. 



&>ufmuttuift goumlf tofjolls unto ftts hull 
THE SEA-BIRD. 

I’ve watched the sea-bird calmly glide 
Unruffled o’er the ocean tide : 
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Un8cared she heard the waters roar 
In foaming breakers on the shore ; 

Fearless of ill, herself she gave 
To rise upon the lifting wave, 

Or sink, to be awhile unseen, 

The undulating swells between : 

Till, as the evening shadows grew, 

Noiseless, unheard, aloft she flew. 

While soaring to her rock-built nest 
A sunbeam lighted on her breast, — 

A moment glittered in mine eye, 

Then quickly vanished through the sky. 

While by the pebbly beach I stood, 

That sea-bird, on the waring flood, 

Pictured to my enraptured eye 
A soul at peace with God : — Now high, 

Now low, upon the gulf of life 
Eaised or depressed, in peace or strife, 

Calmly she kens the changeful wave, 

She dreads no storm — she fears no grave ; 

To her, the world’s tumultuous roar 
Dies like the echo on the shore. 

“ Father ! Thy pleasure all fulfil, 

I yield me to Thy sovereign will ; 

Let earthly comforts ebb or rise, 

Tranquil on Thee my soul relies.” 

Then, as advance the shades of night, 

Long plumed, she takes her heavenward flight ; 
But, as she mounts, I see her fling 
A beam of glory from her wing, — 
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A moment — to my aching sight 
Lost in the boundless fields of light ! 



J&atmittmg goitmlf tofjollg trnto ft is tntll. 

BISHOP KEN. 

Since ’tis God’s will — pain, take your course, 
Exert on me your utmost force — 

I well God’s truth and promise know ; 

He never sends a woe, 

But His supports divine 
In due proportion with the affliction join. 

Though I am frailest of mankind, 

And apt to waver as the wind — 

Though me no feeble bruised reed 
In weakness can exceed — 

My soul on God relies, 

And I your fierce, redoubled shocks despise. 

Patient, resigned, and humble wills 
Impregnably resist all ills. 

My God will guide me by His light, 

Give me victorious might : 

Ho pang can me invade, 

Beneath His wings’ propitious shade. 



Digitized by Google 




94 



Submitting goumtf tobollg unto p?ig to til 
ON HIS BLINDNESS. 

MILTON. 

Whew I consider how my light is spent, 

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, 

And that one talent which is death to hide, 

Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest He, returning, chide, — 

“ Doth God exact day-labour, light denied ? ” 

I fondly ask — But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies — “ God doth not need 
Either man’s work, or His own gifts ; who best . 
Bear His mild yoke, they_serye Him best : His state 
Is kingly ; — thousands at His bidding speed 
And post o’er land and ocean without rest : 

They also serve who only stand an d wait!” 



Submitting soumlf tofjollg unto fti* toil!. 

J. S. MONSELL. 

My Father and my God, 

O set this spirit free ! 

I’d gladly kiss the rod 
That drove my trembling soul to Thee, 

And made it Thine eternally. 



\ 
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Sweet were the bitterest smart, 
That with the bended knee 
Would bow this broken heart ; 

For who, my Saviour, who could be 
A sufferer long, that flies to Thee ? 

The tears we shed for sin 
When Heaven alone can see, 

Leave truer peace within 
Than worldly smiles, which cannot be 
Lit up, my God, with smiles from Thee. 

Then give me any lot, 

I’ll bless Thy just decree, 

So Thou art not forgot, 

And I may ne’er dependent be 
On any friend, my God, but Thee ! 

As needle to the pole, 

There fix’d, but tremblingly, — 
Such be my trusting soul, 
Whate’er life’s variations be, 

For ever pointing, Lord, to Thee ! 
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Submitting goumlf toQolIs unto ft is bill. 

THE CHILD. 

j. NEWTON. 

Quiet, Lord, my froward heart, 

Make me teachable and mild, 

Upright, simple, free from art, 

Make me as a weaned child : 

From distrust and env y free, 

Pleased with all that pleases Thee. 

What Thou shalt to-day provide 
Let me as a child receive ; 

What to-morrow may betide 
Calmly to Thy wisdom leave : 

’Tis enough that Thou wilt care, 

Why should I the burden bear ? 

As a little child relies 

On a care beyond its own ; 

Knows he’s neither strong nor wise — 

Pears to stir a step alone — 

Let me thus with Thee abide, 

As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 
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Thus preserved from Satan’s wiles, 

Safe from dangers, free from fears, 
May I live upon Thy smiles, 

Till the promised hour appears, 
When the sons of God shall prove 
All their Father’s boundless love. 



gnitonitting soumlttojollg unto P?t0 to ill 
THE RESIGNATION. 

J. NORRIS. 

Long have I viewed, long have I thought, 

And held with trembling hand this bitter draught : 
’Twas now just to my lips applied ; 

Nature shrank in, and all my courage died, — 

But now resolved and firm I’ll be, 

Since, Lord, ’tis mingled and reach’d out by Thee. 

Since ’tis Thy sentence I should part 
With the most precious treasure of my heart, 

I freely that and more resign ; 

My heart itself, as its delight, is thine ; 

My little all I give to Thee — 

Thou gavest a greater gift, thy Son, to me. 

He left true bliss and joys above, 

Himself He emptied of all good, but love ; 

For me He freely did forsake 
More good than He from me can ever take, 

A mortal life for a divine 
He took, and did at last even that resign. 

H 
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Take all, great God ; I will not grieve ; 
But still will wish that I had still to give. 

I hear Thy voice ; Thou bidd’st me quit 
My paradise— I bless and do submit. 

I will not murmur at Thy word, 

Nor beg Thy angel to sheath up his sword. 



It 0|aII turn to sour profit antr fielp sou ftrtoark in tie 
rigit toas tfjat leafteti unto eber lasting life. 

• c. 

Saviottr ! beneath Thy yoke 
My wayward heart doth pine, 

All unaccustomed to the stroke 
Of love divine : 

Thy chastisements, my God, are hard to bear, 
Thy cross is heavy for frail flesh to wear. 

“ Perishing child of clay ! 

Thy sighing I have heard ; 

Long have I marked thy evil way 
How thou hast erred ; 

Yet fear not —by my own most holy Name 
I will shed healing through thy sin-sick frame.” 

Praise to Thee, gracious Lord ! 

I fain would be at rest, 

O now fulfil Thy faithful word, 

And make me blest : 

My soul would lay her heavy burden down, 
And take with joyfulness the promised crown. 
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“ Stay, thou short-sighted child ! 

There is much first to do ; | 

Thy heart, so long by sin defiled, 

1 I must renew : ! 

Thy will must here be taught to bend to mine, 

1 Or the sweet peace of Heaven can ne’er be thine.” 1 

Yea, Lord, but Thou canst soon 
Perfect Thy work in me, 

Till, like the pure calm summer moon, 

I shine by Thee ; 

A moment shine, that all Thy power may trace, 
Then pass in stillness to my heavenly place. 

“ Ah, coward soul ! confess 

Thou shrinkest from My cure, 

' Thou tremblest at the sharp distress 

t Thou must endure ; 

The foes on every hand for war arrayed ; 

The thorny path in tribulation laid ; 

“ The process slow of years, 

The discipline of life, — 

Of outward woes and secret tears, 

Sickness and strife, — 

The idols taken from thee one by one, 

Till thou canst dare to live with Me alone. 

i “ Some gentle souls there are 

Who yield unto My love, 

Who, ripening fast beneath My care 
I soon remove ; 

H 2 
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But thou stiff-necked art and hard to rule, 

Thou must stay longer in affliction’s school.” 

My Maker and My King ! 

Is this Thy love to me ? 

0 that I had the lightning’s wing 

From earth to flee, — 

How can I bear the heavy weight of woes 
Thine indignation on Thy creature throws ? 

“ Thou canst not, O my child, 

So hear My voice again — 

1 will bear all thy anguish wild, 

Thy grief — thy pain ; 

My arms shall be around thee day by day, 

My smile shall cheer thee on thy heavenward way. 

“ In sickness I will be 

Watching beside thy bed, 

In sorrow thou shalt lean on Me 
Thy aching head, 

In every struggle thou shalt conqueror prove, 
Nor death itself shall sever from My love.” 

O grace beyond compare ! 

O love most high and pure ! 

Saviour begin, no longer spare — 

I can endure : 

Only vouchsafe Thy grace that I may live 
Unto Thy glory who canst so forgive. 
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THE EXHORTATION. 



SECOND PART. 



| Ca ke therefore tn gootr part the chastisement 
of the Eortr : Jfor (as &alnt Jiaul Saltb tn the 
tinelftf) chapter to the ?kebrefos) fobom the Eortr 
lobetb cbastenetb, anti Scourgetb eberp Soft 
tobom recetbetb* If pe entrure chastening, Croft 
fteatetb fottb pou as fottb Sons ; for fobat Son Is 
be inborn the Jfatber cbastenetb not ? ISut if pe be 
tottbout chastisement, fobereof all are partakers, 
then are pe bastarns antr not Sons. Jfurtber* 
more, foe babe ban fathers of our fiesb, fobtfb 
correcten us, antr foe gabe them reberence ; shall 
foe not much rather be tn Subjection unto the 
father of spirits, antr lifae ? Jfor tbep bertlp 
for a fefo traps chasteneo us after tbetr ofon 
pleasure ; but |^e for our profit, that foe might 
be partakers of ®ts holiness. 

CbtSe foortrs, gooft brother, are forttten tn ?£olp 
Scripture for our comfort antr Instruction ; that 
toe Shnultr pattentlp, ann fottb thanksgtblng, bear 
our b*ahenlp father’s correction, fohenSoeber bp 
anp manner of aobersttp It shall please Iftts gra* 
clous gootrness to btstt us. 9ntr there Shoultr be 
no greater comfort to Christian persons, than to 
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! 



I 



he mab e llfce unto Christ, hg suffering patlentlg 
abbersltles, troubles, anb slcbneSSeS. tfar ®e 
$tmSelf toent not up to jog, hut first suffered 
pain; J?e entered not Into $ls glorg before fee 
toas cruclfieb. £o trulg our toag to eternal jog 
ts to Suffer here tolth Christ ; anb our boor to 
enter into eternal life fs glablg to tfte folth 
Christ ; that toe mag rise again from beath, antr 
btoell tolth $lm In eberlastlng life. 

3tfoto therefore, tailing gour SlcfcneSS, toht'ch Is 
thus profitable for gou, patlentlg, I ejrfiort gou, (n 
the WTame of C&ob, to remember the profession 
tohlch gou mabe unto CflSrob In gouriSaptfSm. &nb 
forasmuch as after this life there Is an account 
to be glben unto the righteous 3ubge, bg tohom 
all must be jubgeb, tolthout respect of persons, I 
require gou to examine gourSelf anb gour estate, 
both totoarb Co b anb man; So that, accusing 
anb conbemnlng gourSelf for gour oton faults, 
gou mag finb mercg at our heabenlg ^father’s 
hanb for Christ’s safee, anb not be accuseb anb 
conbemneb In that fearful jubgment. 

{Therefore I Shall rehearse to gou the Articles 
of our dfalth, that gou mag fenoto Whether gou bo 
bellebe as a Christian man shoulb, or no. 
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Colt* tfjmfore tn goo&part t|e rja*tt0ement of tje tLotir : 

ELEGIAC POEMS. 

What, many times I musing asked, is man, 

If grief and care 

Keep far from him ? he knows not what he can, 
What cannot bear. 

He, till the fire hath purged him, doth remain 
Mixed all with dross ; 

To lack the loving discipline of pain 
Were endless loss. 

Yet when my Lord did ask me on what side 
I were content 

The grief whereby I must be purified, 

To me were sent, 

As each imagined anguish did appear, 

Each withering bliss 

Before my soul, I cried, “ Oh ! spare me here, 
Oh no, not this ! — ” 

Like one that having need of, deep within, 

The surgeon’s knife, 

Would hardly bear that it should graze the skin, 
Though for his life. 
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Nay then but He, who best doth understand 
Both what we need, 

And what can bear, did take my case in hand, 
Nor crying heed. 



OSlfjom tfje Horfr lobetf) fte cbastmetfj. antr scourgetf) 
eberg ffoit tofjotn receibetb. 



COWPER. 



’Tis my happiness below 

Not to live without the cross, 

But the Saviour’s power to know, 
Sanctifying every loss. 

Trials must and will befal, 

But with humble faith to see 
Love inscribed upon them all, 

This is happiness to me. 

God in Israel sows the seeds 
Of affliction, pain, and toil ; 

These spring up and choke the weeds 
“Which would else o’erspread the soil. 
Trials make the promise sweet, 

Trials give new life to prayer, 

1 Trials bring me to His feet, J 

Lay me low, and keep me thereJ 
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Did I meet no trials here, 

No chastisement by the way, 
Might I not with reason fear 
I should prove a castaway ? 
Bastards may escape the rod, 

Sunk in earthly vain delight ; 

But the true-born child of God 
Must not, would not, if* he might. 



Cafcc therefore tit goofr part tfje chastisement of tfje UorU : 



Much have I borne, but not as I should bear ; — 
The proud will unsubdued, the formal prayer, 

Tell me Thou yet wilt chide, Thou canst not spare, 
O Lord, Thy chastening rod ’• 

O help me, Father! for my sinful heart 
Back from this discipline of grief would start, 
Unmindful of His sorer, deeper smart, 

Who died for me, my God ! 

Yet, if each wish denied, each woe and pain, 

Break but some link of that oppressive chain 
Which binds me still to earth, and leaves a stain 
Thou only canst remove — 
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Then am I blest— O bliss from man concealed! j 
If here to Christ, the weak one’s Tower and Shield, , 
My heart through sorrow be set free to yield 
A service of deep love. 



Cake therefore tit goofr part the chastisement of the ILotfr : 
THE PULLEY. 

GEORGE HERBERT. 

When God at first made man, 

Having a glass of blessings standing by, 

| “ Let us,” said He, “ pour on him all we can ; 

Let the world’s riches, which dispersed lie, 

Contract into a span.” 

So Strength first made away ; 

Then Beauty flowed ; then Wisdom, Honour, Plea- 
I • sure : 

! When almost all was out, God made a stay, 

I Perceiving that alone of all his treasure 
Best in the bottom lay. 

“ For if I should,” said He, 

“ Bestow this jewel also on my creature, 

He would adore my gifts instead of Me, 

And rest in nature, not the God of nature ; 

So both should losers be. 

i 
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“ Yet let him keep the rest ; 

But keep them with repining restlessness : 
Xiet him be rich, and weary ; that at least 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
May toss him to my breast.’ * 



Cafte tfjerrfore tn gootr part tfje cfjasttoement of tje Uork : 
TO GOD. 

BEN JONSON. 

Heab me, O God ! 

A broken heart 
Is my best part : 

Use still Thy rod, 

That I may prove 
Therein Thy love. 

If Thou hadst not 
Been stern to me, 

But left me free, 

I had forgot 

Myself and Thee, 

For sin’s so sweet 
As minds ill bent 
Barely repent, 

Until they meet 
Their punishment. 
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Who more can crave 
Than Thou hast done ? 
That gav’st a Son 
To free a slave : 

First made of nought ; 
Withal since bought. 

Sin, death, and hell, 

His glorious name 
Quite overcame ; 

Yet I rebel, 

And slight the same. 

But I’ll come in, 

Before my loss 
Me further toss — 

As sure to win 
Under His cross. 



Cafte therefore tit goofr part tfje rjastwement of tje Hortr: 
LOVE, AND DISCIPLINE. 

HENRY VAUGHAN. 

Since in a land not barren still, 

Because Thou dost Thy grace distill, 

My lot is fall’n, blest be Thy will ! 
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And since these biting frosts but kill 
Some tares in me which choke or spill 
That seed Thou sow’st, blest be Thy skill ! 

Blest be Thy dew, and blest Thy frost, 

And happy I to be so crost, 

And cur’d by crosses at Thy cost. 

The dew doth cheer what is distrest, 

The frosts ill weeds nip and molest, 

In both thou work’st unto the best. 

j Thus while Thy sev’ral mercies plot, 

And work on me, now cold now hot, 
i The work goes on, and slacketh not ; 

j 

i For .as Thy hand the weather steers, 

So thrive I best ’twixt joyes and tears, 

And all the year have some green ears. 

I 

| If ge eirtrore ejaatemng, fcealetfj to it® gou au tort!) 

1 fins, We sfjounf pattentlg. aittr tottfj tfjanlragibtttg, 

t tear otir fjeabettlg jratjer’s correction. 

i BEREAVEMENT. 

J ELIZABETH B. BARRETT. 

j When some beloveds, ’neath whose eyelids lay, 
The sweet lights of my childhood, one by one 
I Did leave me dark before the natural sun, 

I And I astonied fell, and could not pray ; 
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A thought within me to myself did say, — 

“ Is God less God, that thou art mortal sad ? 
Rise, worship, bless Him, in this sackcloth clad, 
As in that purple ! ” — But I answer, nay ! 

What child his filial heart in words conveys, 

If him for very good his father choose 
To smite ? What can he, but with sobbing breath 
Embrace the unwilling hand which chasteneth P 
And my dear Father, thinking fit to bruise, 
Discerns in silent tears, both prayer and praise. 



g>tall toe not nrocf) ratter be in subfeetion tmto tfje jfat&er 
of spirits, antoltbe? 

THE LONE ROCK. 



T. V. FOSBERY. 



Thebe is a single stone 
Above yon wave, 

A rocky islet lone — 

Where tempests rave. 

What doth it there ? — The sea, 
Restless and deep, 

Breaks round it mournfully, 
And knows no sleep. 



Digitized by Google 




Ill 



The sea hath hung it round 
With its wild weed, 

No place can there be found 
For better seed. 

! 

| 

| Storm-beaten rock ! no change 

{ ’Tis thine to know, 

: Only the water’s range 

Of ebb and flow. 

i 

The happy sounds of earth 
Are not for thee, 

The voice of human mirth — 

Of children’s glee : 

No song of birds is thine, 

No crown of flowers ! 

Say, dost thou not repine 

Through long lone hours ? 

i 

i 

Tet stars for thee are bright 
| In midnight skies, 

And tranquil worlds of light 
Around thee rise : 

They smooth thine ocean-bed, 
Its heavings cease, 

While they, from o’er thy head, 
1 Breathe on thee peace. 
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The wearied man of grief 
Like thee I deem, 

To whom comes no relief 
Through life’s dark dream. 

No human ties are left, 
Earth’s hopes are gone ; 

He dwells, a thing bereft — 
Blighted — alone. 

Yet o’er him from above 
Bright spirits bend, 

And He whose name is Love, 
Calls him His friend ; 

And thus he thankful learns 
Why grief was given, 

And trusting, peaceful, turns 
To Hod in Heaven. 



€5 m toortw, gootr trotter, are toritten tit pgols Scripture 
for oar comfort ant instruction ; 

COWPER. 

0 child of Sorrow, be it thine to knows 
That Scripture only is the cure of woe : 

That field of promise — how it flings abroad 
Its perfume o’er the Christian’s thorny road. 
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The soul, reposing in assured belief, 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief; 
Forgets her labour as she toils along, 
"Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song. 



ASCRIBED TO HENRY MARTYN. 

Say would’ st thou live ? This hallowed page shall 
tell 

Where life’s best joys and holiest pleasures dwell : 
Say must thou die ? Ah ! prize this sacred lore, 
That points to worlds where death can wound no 
more: 

Living or dying, this shall soothe each pain, 
Whispering — “ To live is Christ, to die is gain.” 



CJat toe ftfjounr patientlg, anlr toitfj tljanftogibing, tear oar | 
fjeabenlg ^father's correction ; 

MARK X. 39. 

“ — AND THEY SAY UNTO HIM, WE CAN.” 

8. WILBERFORCE. 

Ah ! little knew I, Lord, when Thou wouldst first 
| Allure my trembling soul to Thy dear side, 

| And bid me, sheltered there, in peace abide ; 

I When I did pray as they two prayed erst 

! 
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Of Thine own cup to slake their spirits’ thirst, 

And to sit by Thee one day glorified : 

Ah ! little knew I how it must betide 
With youth’s bright hopes, and my young spirit’s j 
burst ; 

How — pale, and sad, and trembling, I should see 
Earth’s visions, one by one, fade all away ; 

How this warm heart should tom and riven be, j 

How bitter tears should feed me night and day, | 

Ere on Thy love my soul her all would stay, i 

Or walk this busy earth alone with Thee. I 



&fjat toe sjottltr ratientlg, aitir toitfj tfjanitggtbtng, bear our j 
J eabenls if atfjer’o correction ; 

i 

DESOLATION. i 

(part.) i 

SIR J. BEAUMONT. 

This then must be the med’cine for my woes, 

To yield to what my Saviour shall dispose ; 

To glory in my baseness 1 ; to rejoice j 

In mine afflictions ; to obey His voice, 

As well when threatenings my defects reprove, 

As when I cherished am with words of love ; 

To say to Him in every time and place — 

Withdraw Thy comforts, so Thou leave Thy grace. 



1 i.e. abasement. 
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Cfjot toe efjouttr pattentfe, aittr tottfj tljattftsgtbmg, %tax our 
Jeabenlg jfattjev'* comcttou; 

“ REJOICE EVERMORE.” 



But how should we be glad ? 

"We that are journeying through a vale of tears 
Encompast with a thousand woes and fears, 
How should we not be sad P 



Angels that ever stand 

"Within the presence-chamber, and there raise 
The never-interrupted hymn of praise, 

May welcome this command. 

m. 

Or they whose strife is o’er, 

"Who all their weary length of life have trod, 
As pillars now within the temple of God, 
That shall go out no more. 



IT. 

But we who wander here, 

"We that are exiled in this gloomy place, 

Still doomed to water earth’s unthankful face 
"With many a bitter tear — 

i 2 
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Y. 

Eid us lament and mourn, 

Bid us that we go mourning all the day, 
And we will find it easy to obey, 

Of our best things forlorn ; 



YI. 

But not that we be glad ; 

If it be true the mourners are the blest, 
O leave us, in a world of sin, unrest, 
And trouble, to be sad. 



yh. 

I spake, and thought to weep, 

For sin and sorrow, suffering and crime, 
That fill the world, all mine appointed time 
A settled grief to keep. 



Ymi 

When lo ! as day from night, 

As day from out the womb of night forlorn. 
So from that sorrow was that gladness born, 
Even in mine own despite. 



ix. 

Yet was not that by this 
Excluded, at the coming of that joy 
Eled not that grief, nor did that grief destroy 
The newly-risen bliss : 
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x. 

But side by side they flow, 

Two fountains flowing from one smitten heart, 
And oft-times scarcely to be known apart — 
That gladness and that woe ; 



XI. 

Two fountains from one source, 

Or which from two such neighbouring sources run, 
Tbat aye for him who shall unseal the one, 

The other flows perforce. 



XII. 

And both are sweet and calm, 

[Fair flowers upon the banks of either blow, 
[Both fertilize the soil, and where they flow 
Shed round them holy balm. 



HCffat toe sfjounr pattentlg, antr toi'tf) tfianfwgtbtng, tear our ; 

Jeatenlg jpatfjer’* correction ; 1 

I 

ST. JOHN'S DAY. 

St. John zzi. 21, 22. 

j. KEBLE. 

ci Lobd, and what shall this man do ?” 

Ask’st thou, Christian, for thy friend ? 

If his love for Christ be true, 

Christ hath told thee of his end : 

r 
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This is he whom G-od approves, 

This is he whom Jesus loves. 

Ask not of him more than this, 

Leave it in his Saviour’s breast, 
Whether, early call’d to bliss, 

He in youth shall find his rest, 

Or armed in his station wait 
Till his Lord be at the gate : 

Whether in his lonely course 
(Lonely, not forlorn) he stay, 

Or with Love’s supporting force, 

Cheat the toil and cheer the way : 
Leave it all in his high hand, 

Who doth hearts as streams command *. 

dales from heaven, if so He will, 
Sweeter melodies can wake 
On the lonely mountain rill 
Than the meeting waters make. 

Who hath the Father and the Son, 

May be lefb, but not alone. 

Sick or healthful, slave or free, 

Wealthy, or despised and poor — 
What is that to him or thee, 

So his love to Christ endure ? 

When the shore is won at last, 

Who will count the billows past ? 

1 Prov. xxi. 1. 
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Only, since our souls will shrink 
At the touch of natural grief, 
When our earthly loved ones sink, 
Lend us, Lord, Thy sure relief ; 
Patient hearts, their pain to see, 
And Thy grace, to follow Thee. 



Cljat toe alotiRr patiently anti tottfj tfmnftagibmg, bear our 
fjeabenls jfatfjet'a correction ; 

R. C. TRENCH. 

O thou of dark forebodings drear, 

0 thou of such a faithless heart, 

Hast thou forgotten what thou art, 

That thou hast ventured so to fear ? 

No weed on Ocean’s bosom cast, 

Borne by its never-resting foam 
This way and that, without an home, 

Till flung on some bleak shore at last — 

But thou, the Lotus, which above 
Swayed here and there by wind and tide, 

Yet still below doth fixed abide, 

Past rooted in the eternal love. 
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©fjat toe gJmiRr patiently, atrtr tort# ttianfesgibing, bear oar i 
Jeabenls ifatber’8 correction ; 

REJOICING IN TRIBULATION. 

EMILY TAYLOR. 

When summer suns their radiance fling 
O’er every bright and beauteous thing ; 

When, strong in faith, the evil day 
Of pain and grief seems far away ; 

When sorrow, soon as felt, is gone, 

And smooth the stream of life glides on ; 

When duty, cheerful, chosen, free, 

Brings her own prompt reward to thee ; — 

’Tis easy, then , my soul to raise 
The grateful song of heavenly praise. 

But, worn and languid, day and night, 

To see the same unchanging sight, 

To feel the rising mom can bring 
Nor health, nor ease, upon its wing, 

Nor form of beauty can create, 

The languid sense to renovate ; 

To look within, and feel the mind 
Bull charged with blessings for mankind ; 

Then gazing round this little room, 

To whisper, “ This must he thy doom ; 
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Her© must thou struggle ; here, alone, 
Repress tired nature’s rising moan:” 

0 then, my soul, how hard to raise, 

In such an hour, the song of pbaise. 

To look on all this scene of tears, 

Of doubts, of wishes, hopes, and fears, 

As some preluding strain that tries 
Our discords and our harmonies ; 

To think how many a jarring string 
The Master-hand in tune may bring ; 

How, “ finely-touched,” the soul of pride 
May sink, subdued and rectified ; 

How, taught its inmost self to know, 

May bless the hand which gave the blow — 
Each root of bitterness removed, 

Each plant of heavenly grace improved ; — 
Instructed thus, who would not raise 
To Heaven his song of cheerful pbaise P 

To feel declining, day by day, 

Each harsher murmur die away, 

And secret springs of joy arise, 

To lighten up the weary eyes ; 

A hand invisible to feel, 

Wounding, with kind design to heal, 

In every bitter draught to think 
Of Him, who learned that cup to drink ; 
Again and oft again to look 
In rapture on that blessed Book, 
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Whose soothing words proclaim to thee 
That, “ as thy day thy strength shall be 
Then, with changed heart, and stedfast mind, 
High Heaven before, and earth behind, , 

Thy path of pain again to tread 
Till earth receives thy wearied head — 

O blessed lot ! who would not raise, 
l In life or death, the song of pbaise ? 

! 

Cfjere gfjounr be no greater comfort to QTbnstian persons, 
j than to tie make like ttnto ©brist tig suffering patiently ate , 

I bersities, troubles, antr sicknesses. I 

1 HICKES* DEVOTIONS.* 

I : 

j ’Tis not for us and our proud hearts, 

| O mighty Lord, to choose our parts, 

But act well what Thou giv’st ; 

| ’Tis not in our weak power to make ; 

| One step o’ th’ way we undertake, 

Unless Thou us reliev’st. 

! 

Wbat Thou hast given Thou canst take, 

And, when Thou wilt, new gifts can make, 

All flows from Thee alone : 

When Thou didst give it, it was Thine ; 

When Thou retook’st it, ’twas not mine 2 ( 

Thy will in all be done. 

i 

1 
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It might perhaps too pleasant prove, 

Too much attractive of my love, 

And make me less love Thee : 

Some things there are, Thy Scriptures say, 
And Reason proves, that Heaven and they 
Do seldom well agree. 

Lord, let me then sit calmly down, 

And rest contented with my own, 

This is what Thou allow’ st. 

Keep Thou my mind serene and free, 
Often to think of Heaven and Thee, 

And what Thou there bestow’ st. 

There let me have my portion, Lord ; 

There all my losses be restored, 

No matter what falls here. 

Is’t not enough that we shall sing 
And love for ever our blest King, 

Whose goodness brought us there ? 

Great God, as Thou art One, may we 
With one another all agree, 

And in Thy praise conspire : 

May men and angels join and sing 
Eternal hymns to Thee their King, 

And make up all one choir. 

• Amen. 
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Cfjere sfjoulb be no greater comfort to Cfjnflttan persons, I 
than to be ntafte like unto Christ bp suffering patientlp 
abbersities, troubles, anb siebnesses. 

MONDAY BEFORE EASTER. 

(part.) 

J. KEBLE. 

Thebe are who sigh that no fond heart is theirs, 
None loves them best — O vain and selfish sigh! 
Out of the bosom of His love He spares — 

The Father spares the Son, for thee to die. 

For thee He died— for thee He lives again : 

O’er thee He watches in His boundless reign. 

Thou art as much His care, as if beside 

Nor man nor angel lived in heaven or earth : 

Thus sunbeams pour alike their glorious tide 
To light up worlds, or wake an insect’s mirth : 

They shine and shine with unexhausted store — 

Thou art thy Saviour’s darling — seek no more. 

On thee and thine, thy warfare and thine end, 

Even in His hour of agony He thought, 

When, ere the final pang His soul should rend, 

The ransom’d spirits one by one were brought 
To His mind’s eye — two silent nights and days, 

In calmness for His far-seen hour He stays. 
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Te vaulted cells where martyr’d seers of old 
Ear in the rocky walls of Sion sleep, 

Green terraces and arched fountains cold, 

Where lies the cypress shade so still and deep, 
Dear sacred haunts of glory and of woe, 

Help us, one hour, to trace His musings high and 
low : 

| One heart-ennobling hour ! It may not he : 

I Th’ unearthly thoughts have pass’d from earth 
away, 

And fast as evening sunbeams from the sea, 

Thy footsteps all in Sion’s deep decay 
Were blotted from the holy ground: yet dear 
j Is every stone of hers; for Thou wast surely here. 

i 

I There is a spot within this sacred dale 
| That felt Thee kneeling— touch’d Thy prostrate 
brow : # 

; One angel knows it. O might prayer avail 
j To win that knowledge ! sure each holy vow 
I Less quickly from th’ unstable soul would fade, 

; Offer’d where Chbist in agony was laid. 

Might tears of ours once mingle with the blood 
That from His aching brow by moonlight fell, 
Over the mournful joy our thoughts would brood, 

| Till they had framed within a guardian spell 
I To chase repining fancies, as they rise, 
j Like birds of evil wing, to mar our sacrifice. 
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So dreams the heart self-flattering, fondly dreams ; — 
Else wherefore, when the bitter waves o’erflow, 
Miss we the light Grethsemane, that streams 
Erom thy dear name, where in His page of woe 
It shines, a pale kind star in winter’s sky ? 

Who vainly reads it there, in vain had seen Him 
die. 



©5 ere sfjoultt he no greater comfort to Christian persons, 
tljan to he matte like unto Cftrist, ftp suffering patiently att- 
tersities. troubles, antt sicknesses. 

* E. L. M. 

Come, Tribulation, come ! let not this heart, 
Enlightened from above, 

Feel at thy near approach one painful smart, 

Thou gift of dying love ! 

In sable garments drest, 

I own thee, dear bequest 4 
Of Him who sojourned here, as sorrow’s constant 
guest. 

Come, Tribulation, come ! thou plaintive Dove, 
Whose sweet unearthly note 
First warbled on my ear 

The heavenly message dear ! 

And thou didst bear me down 
That plant of great renown 2 , 

Which shall my title prove to my celestial crown. 

1 John xvi. 33. 5 Ezek. xxxiv. 29. 
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; Come, Tribulation, come ! ’tis not in light 
A Saviour’s face I see ; 

Cherubic hosts alone can dare that sight, 

Or the Beloved Three l . 

’Tis when Thy shadowy form 
Broods in the o’erhanging storm, 

| That tints of heavenly hue 
| Amidst the landscape dark, I joy to view. 

! 

Come, Tribulation, come ! still on my way 
Attendant thou shalt be ; 

Till in the bright ethereal ray 
I feel no need of thee ; 

Then on a Saviour’s breast 
Tor ever shall I rest, 

In His own image found, and with His glory blest ! 

f 



P$e Utmaelf toent not up to fog, trot first He suffered pain ; 
J§t entered not into Sw fflorg before Hr teas erueifietr. 

ST. LUKE XXII. 42. 

4 child’s CHRISTIAN YEAR.’ 

Hot in Thine hours of conflict, Lord ; 

Not when the tempting fiend was nigh ; 

Nor when that bitter cup was poured, 

Thy garden agony ; — 

1 Matt. xvii. 12. 
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